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SONGS OF RELIGION 
AND LIFE. 



In Him we live and move and have our being. 

ST. PAUL. 



The Kingdom of Heaven ' is within you. 

I. H. s. 



In Christ Jesus there is neither circumcision nor 
uncircumcision, but a new creature. ST. PAUL. 
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PREFACE. 

The Poems in this volume may be re- 
garded as a Second Edition of the second 
part of my ' Lays and Legends of Ancient 
Greece/ which has long been out of print, 
along with other Poems not hitherto pub- 
lished, and a few from a volume of ' Lyrical 
Poems' previously published, all having a 
common object, viz., the cultivation of reh- 
gious reverence without sectarian dogmatism, 
and of poetical sentiment tending not so 
much -to amuse the imagination or to tickle 
the fancy as to purify the passions and to 
regulate the conduct of life. That the com- 
position of these Poems, as occasion offered, 



vi PREFACE. 

has been a source of intellectual enlargement 

« 

and of moral eleva,tion to myself I am well 
convinced; and I am not without hope that 
they may act as a salutary stimulus to others, 
who know that there is one thing needful, 
viz., the formation of a noble character, and 
that everything else is vanity. As for the 
philosophy that lies at the bottom of these 
Poems — and all true poetry is a concrete 
philosophy, — it is only a nlodern expression 
of the Nineteenth Psalm, recognising, as that 
noble composition does, the essential unity 
and divine significance alike of the physical 
world without and the moral world within, 
as a glorious biform manifestation of the 
great uncaused Cause of the Universe, — an 
altogether different wisdom — at once more pro- 
found and more complete — from that meagre 
dissection and tabulation of the soulless out- 



PREFACE. vii 

side of things which, with a forward display 
of knife and microscope, has in these latter 
days been palmed off upon us for a philosophy. 
But it is too late in the day to set up 
Epicurus on the throne of Plato, however the 
advocates of our monkey-brotherhood may 
delight themselves, and amuse a few gaping 
people, by turning things outside in and upside 
down for a season. 

JOHN S. BLACKIE. 

Edinburgh, December 1875. 
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T O, He comes ! — Messiah neareth, 

Jesus comes ; 
Not with pomp the God appeareth, 

Meek He comes. 
Pride displays no blazoned banners, 
Vanity no false, fair manners. 

Where He comes. 

Not with Conqueror's ring and rattle. 

Wild war's glee, 
Ushered by a bloody battle, 

Cometh He. 
As the West wind's gentle blowing 
Wakes life's mystic power of growing, 

Thus doth He. 
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Meek He comes. 
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Vanity no false, fair manners, 

Where He comes. 

Not with Conqueror's ring and rattle, 

Wild war's glee. 
Ushered by a bloody battle, 

Cometh He. 
As the West wind's gentle blowing 
Wakes life's mystic power of growing, 

Thus doth He. 



CONTENTS. 



§ionQ3 ot ^fligitftt. 



ADVENT-HYMN, . . i 

JOHN THE BAPTIST, . . . . 7 

HYMN TO THE TRINITY, ... 14 

TO THE DIVINE SPIRIT, 19 

TO THE SAVIOUR, . 24 

ODE TO CHRISTIAN LOVE, . . . 28 

NIGHT, 31 

A SABBATH MEDITATION, . . 34 

THE SEA, ..... 44 

LIFT UP YOUR HYMNS, ALL MEN, . 48 

THE SCHOOL OF yESUS, ... 54 

PR A YER FOR DIRECTION, ..... 57 

THE GOD OF GLEE, . ... 60 

LA WS OF NA TURE, .... 66 

WHAT IS NATURE, . . . 69 

ALL THINGS ARE FULL OF GOD, . 73 

PRAYER, . . 77 

SABBATH HYMN ON THE MOUNTAINS, . 79 

TRIMURTI, 83 

SANCTE SOCRA TES, OR A PRO NOBIS, . . 96 

THE HOPE OF THE HETERODOX, ... J02 

O HEAR MY PR A YER, ... . 106 

THE SABBATH DAY, .... . 109 



X CONTENTS. 

HEROES OF FAITH :— page 

113 

X20 

J32 

. 136 



R ULLIOlf GREEN, 

LINES WRITTEN AT MAGUS MUIR, . 
MARTIN LUTHER, . 
PATRICK HAMILTON, . 

WALTER MYLN', 

THE GENEROUS EVANGELIST, . . .150 

BENEDICITE, 136 



§xrtt00 ai "^xit. 



FAREWELL TO SUMMER, 



THE RIVER : AN ALLEGORY OF LIFE, . . 161 

BEAUTIFUL WORLD, .... .165 

MOMENTS, . 169 

SOW NOT IN SORROW, .... .-173 

THE MUSICAL FROGS, -179 

THE YOUNG MAN'S PRAYER 183 

A SONG OF THREE WORDS : ORARE, LABORARE, 

CANTARE, . . . ... 186 

GA UDEAMUS IGITUR, . . ... 189 

A SONG OF ST. SOCRATES, ... 192 

A SONG OF SUMMER, ... . . . 196 



199 



A SONG OF THE COUNTRY, .204 

A SONG OF FATHERLAND BY A TRAVELLER, . . 207 
A SONG OF FREEMASONRY, .... .210 

A REVOLUTIONARY ODE, 216 

A DIRGE, ... 232 

ADVICE TO A FAVOURITE STUDENT ON LEAVING 

COLLEGE, .... 22^ 

THE GARDEN: TO A YOUNG LADY ON HER BIRTH- 
DAY, ,3, 

THE WISDOM OF LIFE 236 



^ong0 of meligion. 



T O, He comes ! — Messiah neareth, 

Jesus comes ; 
Not with pomp the God appeareth, 

Meek He comes. 
Pride displays no blazoned banners, 
Vanity no false, fair manners. 

Where He comes. 

Not with Conqueror's ring and rattle. 

Wild war's glee. 
Ushered by a bloody battle, 

Cometh He. 
As the West wind's gentle blowing 
Wakes life's mystic power of growing, 

Thus doth He. 

A 



AD VENT-HYMN. 

Caesar, 'mid thy legions' thunder, 

Dost thou hear ? 
Hark ! from Heaven a hymn of wonder 

Full and clear : — 
' Open wide the blissful portals, 
Peace on Earth, goodwill to Mortals !' 

Charms the ear ! 

Rome, beneath thy glittering armour. 

Grimly gored, 
Iron Mother, bloody charmer, 

Sheathe the sword ! 
Shall thy natal wolf still claim thee ? 
Lo ! I send a power to tame thee, 

Saith the Lord. 

Forms of vain will-worship mumbling. 

Priests, have done ! 
Creeds with creeds incongruous jumbling, 

Know the one ! 



ADVENT-HYMN. 

See the end of all confusion, 
Common truth of all delusion, 
In the Son 1 



Vainly sundering walls thou raisest, 

Pharisee ! 
Orthodox in vain thou praisest 

Bound to thee ! 
Nought is isolated, single, 
All in brothered rays do mingle 

Under Me. 

Subtle Doctors sagely fooling 

Humankind, 
With crude dogmas harshly schooling 

Infant mind. 
Kick the solemn architecture ! 
Vainly shall a blind director 

Lead the blind. 



AD VENT-HYMN. 

Wise men, some^ing still conceiving 

Like the true, , 
Busy brains still idly weaving 

Something new. 
Like a star in strength upshooting, 
I the end of all disputing 

Show to you ! 

Gape not ! gaze not 1 I display not 

Dazzling shows ; 
With loud logic I gainsay not 

Wrangling foes. 
Noiseless victories ye shall win you ! 
Seed Heaven-planted — look within you, 

There it grows ! 

Little seed ! thy hidden virtue 

Stirs Time's womb ; 
The bright promise thou art heir to 

Lights the tomb : 



AD VENT-HYMN. 

Now the unvalued dust thee covers, 
Soon, the sought of many lovers. 
Thou shalt bloom. 

Simple Truth ! while brilliant blunders 

Fools achieve, 
Thou thy quiet chain of wonders 

Wisely weave : 
Where strong hate to love surrenders, 
From the strife that pride engenders, 

Work reprieve. 

From the hard rock let the fountain 

Blithely dart ! 
Cleave the foul mist, move the mountain, 

Faithful heart ! 
Let the stony frozen regions 
Blush with life by high religion's 

Magic art ! 



AD VENT-HYMN. 

Kings shall own thee ; knaves shall use thee ; 

Fools despise ; 
Babbling Doctors shall confuse thee, 

Witless wise : 
Rival sages shall, in duty, 
On thy common web of beauty, 

Stamp their dyes. 

Go ! and, though my hope deceive me, 

In thy plan 
I will hope ; I will believe thee 

While I can. 
Go and conquer ! — If thou win not, 
• Earth may crack, and God will sin not 

Cursing Man. 



■\^ rHO is he in hairy raiment 

Clad, i' the wilderness 
Preaching freely without payment 

Truth and righteousness 1 
Whoso hears and not despises, 
Him with water he baptises. 

In the contrite hour ; 
Whoso hears with haughty scorning, 
Him he smites with holy warning, 

And with prophet's power. 

Swarms the city from its comers. 

Motley bad and good ; 
Thoughtless hearts and heavy mourners 

Haste to Jordan's flood ; 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Some for sin their souls abasing ; 
Some to feed their eye with gazing ; 

Some to search and try 
With captious craft the shaggy preacher, 
And themselves to teach the teacher ; 

Some they know not why. 

Comes the Rabbi, with a stately, 

Measured gravity ; 
With a solemn air, sedately 

Comes the Pharisee ; 
Wide his robe, and on the border 
Sacred texts, in well-marched order 

Show his purpose plain. 
With a nice and fenced existence. 
Far to keep, at holy distance. 

Every touch profane. 

Comes fat priest, and pontiff portly, 
With a bloated face ; 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Came Herodian, smooth and courtly, 

With a gay grimace. 
Came- the Essehe from his station 
Of secluded contemplation 

With mild gravity ; 
With an eye of twinkling keenness, 
And a smile of cold sereneness. 

Came the Sadducee. 



Comes the soldier firm and steady, 

Gallant, light, and gay, 
With his quick hand ever ready 

For the rising fray. 
Comes the usurer, dry and meagre, 
Comes the publican, sharp and eager 

For great Caesar's penny. 
With a train of silken pages 
Comes the rich man ; with scant wages 

Come the burdened many. 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

What saith he, the wayside preacher, 

To this motley crew % 
Doth he come a cunning teacher 

Of lore strange and new % 
Hath he drawn without omission, 
Point for point, a long confession, 

To inform the brain ? 
Piled a proud word-architecture, 
Fenced it round with fine conjecture. 

And distinctions vain % 

Hath he wove a girth to measure 

God, a chain to bind 
The Infinite, and mapped at leisure 

The omniscient Mind ? 
Hath he trimmed an old theogony, 
Cumbrous reared a new cosmogony. 

To employ the schools % 
Not with speculation vainest 
Preacheth he ; — ^with wisdom plainest. 

And with simplest rules. 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

Thus he speaks — ' Repent ! Repentance 

Smooths Messiah's way ; 
'Tis an old and weighty sentence, 

Weigh it well to-day. 
Hast thou nursed a sin 1 — confess it ; 
Hast thou done a wrong ? — redress it : 

And, with just desire, 
Ask no more than what is due thee : 
Be content, when offered to thee. 

With thy lawful hire. 

' Say not, with vain pride elated, 

" God's own people we, 
Tracing high a hoary-dated 

Patriarch pedigree." 
Peopled earth is thickly studded 
With the children common-blooded. 

Of the great I AM j 
From the hard flint, at his pleasure, 
God can raise up without measure 

Sons to Abraham. 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 

' Hear, whose barren trunk hath cumbered 

Now too long the ground, 
Saith the Lord, your days are numbered ; 

Hark ! with crashing sound, 
Falls the axe that fells the fruitless ! 
Toils he not with labour bootless 

Who now smites the tree. 
He his winnowed wheat shall garner, 
But like empty chaff the scorner 

Bum with fire shall he.' 

Thus he preached to great and small men, 

Of the human right ; 
Like the blessed sun, on all men 

Shedding simple light. 
O ! wise are they who hear such preaching. 
Not too high for common teaching 

In life's common ways ; 
Not with proud pretence ballooning. 
Not with gay parade festooning, 

To catch the vulgar gaze. 



JOHN THE BAPTIST. 13 

Flap who will the air-borne pinion, 

Sweeping far and free ; 
Solid earth be my dominion, 

Baptist John, with thee ! 
In the plainest path of duty, 
Stamping daily things with beauty, 

I with thee will tread ; 
Where thy warning finger pointed 
I would follow, where the anointed 

Saviour lowly led ! 



^SWtt tff the '3CrimtB. 



TJ*IRST of all things primeval, hoar 

Was Thought, self-throned in glory, 

Brooding with shaping might before 

Each new Creation's story : 

An unvoiced strength, a quiet power 

Still pondering, still conceiving, 

Unfathomed depth from hour to hour 

With deathless virtue heaving ; 

Exhaustless, infinite to produce, 

That in its gentle going 

Weldeth the limbless and the loose 

To reasoned beauty growing. 

Hail, glorious Thought, silent, sublime, 

From thy divinest nature. 



HYMN rO THE TRINITY. 15 

Sprang worlds on worlds from dateless time 

First Father, First Creator, 

Voice forth the hymn, loud pseans roll, 

Ye thinking souls from pole to pole, 

And round your centre gather ! 

Far peal his praise from jubilant throat, 

Soul of all soul, thought of all thought. 

The hidden God, the Father. 

II. 

Second of things the Word forth-voiced 
From the o'er-laden bosom 
Of Thought, that with itself rejoiced 
And shook redundant blossom ; 
Swift-winged it flew, and journeying far 
Like wave on wave it bounded. 
And filled all space with vocal war 
Of joy with joy confounded. 
Prophetic Word what wealth shall be 
Of star-eyed expectation. 



i6 HYMN TO THE TRINITY. 

While Hope and Faith attend on thee, 

Thou first bright incarnation 

Of primal Thought divine ! thou seed 

With eager promise swelling, 

And with strong pulse and measured speed 

More stable growth compelling ! 

Voice ye the hymn, with pseans brim, 

Your praise full-throated pour to him 

From whom all Voices run ! 

Ye swelling hearts with high hopes stirred, 

Hymruye the prime prophetic Word, 

The published God, the Son. 

III. 

Third of all things forth marched at length 

The Deed : soft breezy blowing 

At first ; anon to stout-limbed strength 

Of compact body growing. 

Informing Spirit ! whence came the birth 

Of fluent air and river 



HYMN TO THE TRINITY. 17 

And fire with heaving heart, and Earth 

That standeth stable ever. 

The spangled web of vital strife 

Thou weavest ; Time thy story ; 

The world thy temple ; human life 

Thy battle-field of glory. 

Soft shod, or with dread thunder pace 

Thy sleepless march thou goest, 

The thing that was stamped with thy trace, 

The thing to be, thou knowest. 

Forth voice the hymn ! from pole to pole 
Him praise who breathed into your soul 
The strength which ye inherit ! 
Each faithful heart that nobly strives, 
Him praise, the life of all that lives 
The all-working God, the. Spirit. 
First Thought, first Word, first Deed, these 

three, 
Intelligential Trinity, 
That was, and is, and is to be 

B 



i8 HYMN TO THE TRINITY. 

One mystical Divinity ! 

Give ear, O Earth, and know the name. 

The heart's deep awe commanding ! 

Fall on thy knees, O man, and blame 

Thy brutish understanding ! 

Praise Him, the great, the Triune God, 

Ye stable-rooted mountains ! 

Ye forests old, that darkly nod ! 

Ye full-mouthed gushing fountains ! 

Titanic tempests organ-roar. 

Peal thou the strong Divinity ; 

Unsleeping wave that licks the shore 

Sound thou the sleepless Trinity ! 

All million-throated things that be. 

Voices of life's exuberant sea 

With mingled. hymns adore ! 

The earthly and the heavenly host 
To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost " 

Sing glory evermore ! 



'Ea tht gibinj spirit. 

O PIRIT that shaped the formless chaos, 
Breath that stirred the sluggish deep, 
When the primal crude creation 

Started from its dateless sleep ; 
Spirit that heaved the granite mountains 

From the central fiery wells. 
Breath that drew the rolling rivers 
From the welkin's dewy cells, 
Spirit of motion, 
Earth and ocean 
Moulding into various life, 
Within, without us, 
And round about us 
Weaving all in friendly strife : 



TO THE DIVINE SPIRIT. 

Come, O come, thou heavenly guest. 
Shape a new world within my breast ! 



Spirit that taught the holy fathers 

Wandering through the desert drear, 
To know and feel, through myriad marchings, 

One eternal presence near. 
Breath that touched the Hebrew prophets' 

Lips with words of wingM fire, 
Through the dubious gloom of ages, 
Kindling hope and high desire : 
Spirit revealing 
To pure feeling. 
In the inward parts of man. 
Fitful-shining 
Dim-divining 
Vast foreshadowings of Thy plan ; 
Come, O come, thou prophet guest. 
Watch and wait within my breast ! 



TO THE DIVINE SPIRIT. 

Spirit, that o'er Thine own Messiah 

Hovered like a brooding dove, 
When Earth's haughty lords He conquered, 

By the peaceful march of love. 
Breath that hushed loud-vaunting Csesars, 

And in triumph yoked to Thee 
Iron Rome, and savage Scythia, 
Bonded brethren and the free. 
Spirit of union, 
And communion 
Of devoted heart with heart, 
Pure and holy 
Sure and slowly 
Working out thy boastless part : 
Come, thou calmly-conquering guest, 
Rule and reign within my breast ! 



Spirit that, when free-thoughted Europe 
With the triple-crowned despot strove, 



TO THE DIVINE SPIRIT. 

In the gusty Saxon's spirit 

Thy soul-stirring music wove ; 
Then when pride's piled architecture 

At a poor monk's truthful word 
Crashing fell, and thrones were shaken 
At the whisper of the Lord. 
Spirit deep-lurking, 
Secret-working 
Weaver of strange circumstance. 
All whose doing 
Is rise or ruin 
Named by shallow mortals chance ; 
Come, let fruitful deeds attest 
Thy plastic virtue, in ray breast ! 



Spirit, that sway'st the will of mortals. 
Every wish, and every hope, 

Shaping to Thy forethought purpose 
All their striving, all their scope. 



TO THE DIVINE SPIRIT. 23 

Central tide that heavest onward 

Wave and wavelet, surge and spray, 
Making wrath of man to praise Thee, 
And his pride to pave Thy way : 
Spirit that workest, 
Where Thou lurkest, 
Death from life, and day from night, 
Peace from warring, 
And from jarring. 
Songs of triumph and delight ; 
Come, O come, Thou heavenly guest. 
Work all Thy will within my breast ! 



'^o the §abiottr. 

/^ THOU, by men the Saviour vaunted, 
Beyond all mighty names that were, 

Invoked and chanted ! 
Supreme above all strifes that stir 
This troublous zone, as high in Heaven, 
Vaulting the dark clouds thunder-riven, 
Hangs poised the dome of lucid day 

Serenely stable ; 
If thou, as when our fleshly frame 
To thy pure spirit gave place and name, 

To save art able. 
Me, thy poor brother — for I may call 
Thee with what name thou gav'st to all — 



TO THE SA VIOUR. 25 

From lawless thoughts, and heartless deeds, 
And from the strife of harnessed creeds 
Save — O my Saviour ! 

Proud temples to the mighty Saviour 
The boastful sons of men have raised 

With fair behaviour, 
With laboured litanies have praised 
A Saviour's name. Even so of old, 
Who tricked the prophets' tombs with gold 
Thy living prophet's person nailed 

With crucifixion ; 
And we with worship of thy name 
Do cheat ourselves of Thee, nor blame 

The shallow fiction. 
Where love is cold, and loose lust reigns, 
And pride ramps insolent in the veins, 
Where earthy souls heap earthy dross, 
And deedless fear shrinks back from loss, 

Art thou the Saviour ? 



26 TO THE SA VIOUR. 

By the green waves of ancient Constance, 
Convened in Christ the Saviour's name, 

With pomp and instance, 
The scarlet-hatted churchmen came. 
And kings and kaisers with the cowl 
Were leagued that day, by fair or foul 
To smite a just man's truthful front 

With sore infliction. 
Erect up stood that pale-faced man, 
And mildly met the purple ban 

With contradiction. 
Hate, Pride, and Fear, with axe and rod. 
And pious phrase, assumed the god ; 
A solemn sentence then did frame, 
And burnt the just man in the name 

Of Christ the Saviour. 

Even so ; and this was then religion ! 
But look within, false heart, and read 
In that home region 



TO THE SA VIOUR. 27 

What germs of strange delusion breed ; 
What snake, there lurking 'neath the flower, 
Waits but the tempter's suasive hour. 
When he in some new guise shall show 

The dear temptation : 
O ! then, whom men the Saviour call, 
From stumbling save and sudden fall, 

And sheer prostration ! 
From loveless will and untamed thought. 
From vain desire and fancies naught. 
From the deaf ear that hears no call, 
From pride that pioneers a fall, 

Be thou my Saviour ! 



"D ARDS sing of love, and songsters of the wood 
Thrill with strong love the leafy solitude, 

When Spring walks forth in power ; 
Harsh natures melt ; the cold and flinty glow ; 
And close-locked hearts expand in flowery show, 

When passion's fervid hour 
Usurps them. But not passion's subtlest flame, 
That' stirs the gentle bard's nice-tempered frame, 

Nor mated warbler's lay. 
That rolls in luscious streams through leafy wood. 
Nor that soft thrill which melts each harshest mood. 

Can match thy queenly sway, 



ODE TO CHRISTIAN LOVE. 29 

Strong Christian love ! Thou with no partial fire 
Dost stir the breast ; no fitfijl wild desire 

Tosses the soul serene, 
Where thy calm ardour glows ; but, like the ray 
Of tliat great Light, which rules the constant day, 

With life-diffusing sheen, 
So thou, bright-seated on the central throne 
Of holy hearts dost shine. Thus thou wert known 

To faithful men of yore ; 
Thee Moses knew, when, through the desert track. 
He led the unstable stiff-necked army back 

From Egypt's servile shore. 
To their ancestral hills. The preacher Paul 
Owned thy intensest sway, when to the call 

Of God he oped his ear. 
And strong by thee, like feeble withes, he snapt 
The bonds of custom, and, in transport irapt, 

Saw heavenly visions clear. 
Then o'er the Earth with wingfed tread he flew, 
And East and West his burning message knew ; 

The dull barbarian's home 



30 ODE TO CHRISTIAN LOVE. 

With rapture hailed his heart-reviving note ; 
His word with quick regeneration smote 

The tainted heart of Rome, 
And subtle Greece with her light-vagrant eye 
Screens from reproof her fair idolatry, 

Unweeded fancy's flower 
Vainly. No more glib Athens may dispute, 
And Corinth's tinkling harlotry is rnute, 

When Paul, with earnest power. 
Proclaims the cross. — O Thou inspiring God, 
Whose shaping virtue doth inform the clod, 

With warm life teeming ever ; 
With some pure spark of thine all-conquering love 
Touch Thou my heart, that all my ways may prove 

Thy strength, which faileth never ! 



'lepi, Ni)f. — Homer. 

"LJ OLY Night ! in silence 

From thy starry throne 
Swaying, thee I worship, 
Silent and alone. 

Holy Night ! how calmly 
Sails the mellow moon 

Through the deep blue welkin, 
Fairer than the noon. 

Mellow Moon ! how gently 
Through the voiceless night, 

O'er the sleeping waters, 
Streams thy silver light. 
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Holy Night ! how lovely 
Shoot, with sudden birth, 

Hosts of shimmering arrows 
From the lambent north. 

Holy Night ! thou reignest 
Solemn, still, serene ; 

Hushed the tribes of mortals 
Bow before their queen. 

Now the battling voices 
Of the babbling throng 

Cease ; and thou may'st listen, 
As it treads along, 

To the steps of Godhead 
Beating march of Time, 

Slowly, surely, wisely, 
Beautiful, sublime ; 
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Beating thought and feeling, 

Beating vital power 
In renewed creation's 



Pulse, from hour to hour. 



Holy Night ! devoutly 
While I worship thee. 

Babbling Folly's echo 
Dies away from me. 



^ gahbath Jtteiitatioit. 

'IPHE Sabbath bells are travelling, o'er the hill ; 

The gentle breeze across the fresh-reaped fields 

Blows fitful ; scarcely, on the broad smooth bay, 

With full white-gleaming sail, the slow ship moves ; 

Thin float the clouds ; serene the mountain stands ; 

And all the plain in hallowed beauty lies. 

God of the Sabbath, on thy holy day 

'Tis meet to praise Thee ! In the high-domed fane, 

Glorious with all the legendary pomp 

Of pictured saints, where skilful singers swell 

The curious chant, or on the lonely hill. 

Where, on grey cliff and purple heather, shines 

The shadowless sun at noon. Thou hear'st alike. 

Vainly the narrow wit of narrow men 



A SABBATH MEDITATION, 35 

Within the walls which priestly lips have blest, 
In the fixed phrases of a formal creed, 
Would crib thy presence ; Thou art more than all 
The shrines that hold Thee ; and our wisest creeds 
Are but the lispings of a prattling child. 
To spell the Infinite. Kings have drawn the sword, 
Lawyers have wrangled, to declare thy being ; 
And convocations of high-mitred men 
The foaming vials of sacerdotal wrath 
Outpoured, and, with tempestuous proud conceit, 
Shook the vast world about a phrase to name Thee, 
In vain. Thou, like the thin impassive air, 
Dost cheat the grasp of subtlest-thoughted sage ; 
And half our high theology is but 
The shadow, which man's poor and clouded ken 
Hath cast across thy brightness. I would sing 
Thy praise with humble heart, and, like the lyre 
Wind-swept, the comings of thy breath would wait. 
To wake my rapture. Lift up your heads, ye hills. 
And nod His praise, ye sharp far-stretching lines 
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Of crags storm-shattered, and ye jagged peaks 
Sky-cleaving ! you His mighty power upshot 
From the red ocean of His nethermost fire, 
In primal ages : there inform ye lay. 
In seething lakes, your molten masses huge, 
In turbid waves, with inorganic roll. 
Far-heaving through the dark abysmal space 
Chaotic ; thence His word creative hove 
Your marshalled ridges ; rank on rank ye rose. 
Granite and gneiss, and every ordered kind 
That careful science counts ; the giant frame 
Of this fair world, of peace-enfolden vales 
Storm-fronting fence, and bulwark ever sure. 
Ye mountain torrents, with far-sweeping foam, 
Ye leaping cataracts, and deep-swirling pools, 
Ye streams with the full-gathered grandeur rolling 
Of countless rills, from huge far-sundered Alps, 
Ye waters, with your thousand voices, praise 
The mighty Lord ! He of your sleepless floods 
Is the unsleeping soul. All motion comes 
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From Him. Thou Ocean, with thy living belt 
Girdling the Earth, whether serene, as now. 
Thou liest, licking with an innocent ripple 
The feet o' the green-throned isles, or, like a spurred 
And furious charger, wild from coast to coast 
Drivest far-sounding — thou, in all thy changes, 
Art full of God ; yea, all thy works, O Lord, 
Are full of Thee ! and who is dull to these 
Shall from the teaching of the schools come back 
With beggarly blindness. He shall mount in vain 
His telescope, to spy Thee in the clouds. 
Who in green herb and starry flower, beneath 
His vagrant foot, hath failed to see and love 
Thy manifest beauty. O make clear my sense. 
Thou great Revealer, to the grand array 
Of open mysteries that encompass round 
Our daily walk with Godhead, that no vain 
And' wordy fool may cheat my facile ear 
With echoed voUies of man's crude conceit. 
Misnamed God's thunder ! From Thyself direct 
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Thy secret comes to all, whom Thou shalt deem 
Worthy to find it. Councils, doctors, priests, 
Are but the signs that point us to the spring 
Whence flow thy living waters ;, and, alas ! 
Too oft with wavering, or with cowardly hand 
Back-turned, they point. Teach Thou my stablished 

soul 
To seek Thy teaching. Lord, and trust in Thee. 



The generations of uncounted men 

Have hymned Thy praises, Lord. Their stammering 

tongues 
With strange crude doctrine magnify the power 
Of Him, whose vastness they were fain to grasp, 
But could not. Even the folly of the fool 
Shall praise Thee, Lord. Thou hast a place for all. 
The wicked and the weak are but the steps. 
Whereon the wise shall mount, to see Thy face ; 
And mighty churches, and high-vaunted faiths, 
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Are but the schools, wherein thy centuries train 
The infant peoples to the manly reach 
Of pure devotion ; and most wise are they, 
Who hear one hymn of varied truth through all 
The harmonious discord of strange witnesses, 
Prophets and martyrs, priests, and meek-eyed saints, 
And rapt diviners, with imperfect tongue. 
Babbling thy praises. Egypt's brutish gods. 
Dog-faced, hawk-headed; crocodile, and cat, 
Snake-eating ibis, and the spotted bull, 
Not without apt significance did type 
Thy severed functions to a sense-bound race. 
In sea and sky, green tree, and flowing stream, 
In flying bird, and creeping beast, they found 
Pictorial speech, and speaking signs of what 
They crudely guessed of Thee. To clearer Greeks 
Stout Briareus, celestial Titans strong. 
And supreme Jove, with weight of thunderous locks. 
Throned like a king, and sceptre in his hand, 
And ministrant eagle, spake thy mighty power 
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With awful grace. Each seized a part of Thee, 

And, with a fond assurance, deemed to hold 

Thy whole Infinity in earthly bonds 

For human needs. Nor less the Christian priest 

Portentous erred, when with rash hand he clutched 

The awful Triune symbol, and defined 

The immeasurable Majesty Supreme 

With curious phrase and scientific rule. 

And with the thorns of wiry logic fenced 

Thy bristling name, from touch of thought profane ; 

Then, from a throne high-seated, and girt round 

With triple-tiered presumption, grasped thy bolt. 

Sported thy thunder, and with thy best friends 

Filled a far-dreaded Hell, that he might seem 

A god on Earth, whom awe-struck, grovelling men 

Might see, and feel, and handle. The pale monk, 

Wasting his flesh within a cold damp cell, 

And straining his dull vision, till he saw 

God's features, in the dim putrescent light 

Of his own sick imaginings — this man caught 
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A glimpse of Thee, and, with such fiery haste 
Did hold Thee, and with prostrate worship hug, 
That nevermore his head he dared to lift 
Erect, and with proud-sweeping glance survey 
The riches of thy wide luxuriant world, 
Man's privilege. — On so nice a pivot turns 
True wisdom; here an inch, or there, we swerve 
From the just balance ; by too much we sin. 
And half our errors are but truths unpruned. 



The errors of Thy creatures praise Thee, Lord. 
Not they who err are damned ; but who, being wrong, 
In obdurate persistency to err 
Refuse all bettering. Hope for such is none. 
Hope lives for all, who flounder boldly on 
Through quaggy bogs, till firmer footing fourid 
Gives glorious prospect. One Deceiver haunts 
The hearts of faithless men ; his name is Fear. 
O Thou, who ridest glorious through the skies. 
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In thunder or in sunshine strong the .same, 
The Almighty builder of this fair machine, 
Whose beauty blinds star-eyed philosophy, 
^Vhose vastness makes our staggered thinking pant 
For utterance vainly — Father of all Power, 
Eternal Fount of liberty and life, 
Free, measureless, unspent — if e'er my voice 
Rose to thy throne, in reverent truthful prayer, 
Slay me this demon, yellow Fear, that maims 
The arm of enterprise, nips the bud of hope, 
And freezes the great ocean of our life, 
That should run riot in the praise of Thee, 
With wave on wave of proud high-venturing deeds. 
O may this Sabbath, with its gentle dews 
Shed by thy Spirit on my chastened soul, 
Restore my blighted bud of thought, and lift 
This low-crushed life into a mighty tree. 
Branchy, and blooming with fair summer fruits 
Exuberant-clustered ! — May all Sabbaths be 
A ripe and mellow season to my heart, 
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Lovely as golden autumn's purple eve, 
Genial as sleep, whence the tired limb refreshed 
Leaps to new action, and appointed toil, 
With steady hope, sure faith, and sober joy. 



■\ ^ /"HAT dost thou say, 
Thou old grey sea, 
Thou broad briny water 
Tonre? 
With thy ripple and thy plash, 
And thy waves as they lash 
The old grey rocks on the shore ? 
With thy tempests as they roar, 
And thy crested billows hoar. 
And thy tide evermore. 
Fresh and free ; 
With thy floods as they come. 
And thy voice never dumb, 
What thought art thou speaking to me ? 
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What thing should I say 

On this bright summer day, 
Thou strange human dreamer, to thee ? 

One wonder the same 

All things do proclaim 
In the sky, and the land, and the sea ; 

'Tis the unsleeping force 

Of a God in his course, 
Whose life is the law of the whole. 

As he breathes out his power 

In the pulse of the hour. 
And the march of the years as they roll ; 

You may measure his ways 

In the weeks and the days. 
And the stars as they wheel round the pole. 

But no finger is thine 

To touch the divine 
All-plastic, all-permeant soul. 

As it shapes and it moulds, 

And its virtue unfolds. 
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In the garden of things as they grow, 
And flings forth the tide 
Of its strength far and wide, 

In wonders above and below. 

Thou huge-heaving sea 

That art speaking to me 
Of the power and the pride of a God, 

I would travel like thee 

With force fresh and free 
Through the breadth of my human abode, 

Never languid and low, 

But with bountiful flow, 
Of thoughts that are kindred to God ; 

Ever surging and streaming, 

Ever beaming and gleaming. 
Like the lights as they shift on thy glass, 

Ever swelling and heaving. 

And largely receiving 
The beauty of things as they pass. 
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Thou broad-billowed sea 

Never sundered from thee 
May I wander the welkin below ; 

May the plash and the roar 

Of thy waves on the shore 
Beat the march to my feet as they go ; 

Ever strong, ever free, 

When the breath of the sea 
Like the fan of an angel I know ; 

Ever rising with power. 

To the call of the hour, 
Like the swell of thy tides as they flow. 



fift ttp 80«r ^amna, all Jtt^tt. 

A SONG OF PRAISE FOR BRITISH WORKMEN. 

(Tune— Oldi 148th Psalm.) 

T IFT up your hymns, all men 

Who scan with lordly eye, 
And mete with kingly ken 
The starry-peopled sky ; 
Praise ye the God 
Who bade ye tread, 
With lofty head, 
Earth's lowly sod ! 

Time was when ye were not ; 

Through lightless depths forlorn 
The Eternal Father shot 

His ray, and ye were born. 
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Even Him praise ye, 
Whose quickening light 
Redeems from night 
All things that be. 

How wondrous each fair form 
Of life that swarms on earth, 
Light fowl and ringed worm, 
And stout four-footed birth ! 
But, lord of all. 
High-fronted man 
To crown His plan 
God's voice did call. 

Look forth, O man, and know 
Thy glorious mission given 
To rule the earth below 

With wisdom lent from heaven. 
To His command 
Obedience bring 
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Who made thee king 
Of sea and land ! 

From ice-bound pole to pole, 
From sunny zone to zone, 
March forth with venturous soul 
And claim the world thine own ; 
And praise Him ever 
Who bade thy hand 
Rule sea and land 
With proud endeavour ! 

The granite boulders vast 

Split with thy mastering wedge, 
The gusty-driving blast 
Rein on the billow's edge ; 
And understand 
By what high claim 
Thy wit doth tame 
Both sea and land. 
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With cylinder and beam 

And fine-conducting skill, 
Torture the straitened steam 
To work thy reasoned will ; 
And understand 
How Godlike Mind 
The power doth bind 
Of sea and land ! 

With bolt and bar and clamp 

And strong-subduing fire, 
And chymick virtue stamp 
All things to thy desire ; 
For God in heaven 
Such shaping skill 
To man's wise will 
Hath surely given. 

Pile high th' embattled tower, 
And where the huge seas roll 
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With arras of Titan power 
Fling forth the mighty mole, 
Whose strength doth save 
Brave hearts from scaith 
Of yawning Death 
And yeasty grave ! 

Stretch forth the pendant bridge, 
'Cross the broad-breasted tide. 
And round the steep-faced ridge 
0n smoking chariot ride, 
Even as a bird 
Well-used to soar 
His plumy oar 
Hath lightly stirred. 

And let thy lordly hest. 
And thy heart's hot desire 

Be sped to East and West 
Swift through the thrilling wire, 
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O'er earth and sea, 
Which God the Lord 
Did well accord 
A stage for thee ! 

Lift up thy head, O man. 

And walk rejoicing forth. 
To sway with sweatful plan 
The stubborn-breasted earth. 
Thus shalt thou be 
Liegeman of God, 
Treading earth's sod 
Erect and free ! 



/"^OME unto me, who live in cumbrous splendour, 

'Neath Fashion's despot rule, 
And to meek Wisdom's kindly sway surrender 

Your hearts in Jesus' school. 

No pomp is here of gold and purple flaunting, 

No banners proudly spread, 
No trumpet's blare, no victor's cruel vaunting. 

No field bestrewn with dead. 

No high-set throne with glittering throngs attendant. 

No loud far-sounded name, 
Sceptre or sword, or robe with gems resplendent. 

To blaze His peaceful fame. 
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But contemplation chaste serenely brooding 

With clear unclouded face, 
High thought that scorns all baser cares intruding 

Into God's holy place. 

And mighty love embracing all things human 

In one all-fathering name, 
Stamping God's seal on trivial things and common, 

With consecrated aim. 

The godlike front, the mouth of bold confession, 

The conquering glance of truth, 
The hand that works with the sure slow progression 

Of unrecorded growth. 

The breath that blows with quickening vans victorious 

O'er realms of thought sublime, 
Making our life a golden harvest glorious, 

Reaped from the fields of time. 
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In vain, in vain, to rouse your languid leisure, 

Ye waste ancestral stores, 
Starring with gold your wide-domed halls of pleasure. 

And treading pictured floors. 

In vain from show to show ye drive unsated. 

And sights of gay surprise ; 
The soul's high hunger rests all unabated 

From gaze of wondering eyes. 

Stir the deep wells of life that flow within you, 

Touched by God's genial hand. 
And let the chastened sure ambition win you 

To serve His high command, 

And cast aside the costly cumbrous splendour 

Of Fashion's despot rule. 
And to meek Wisdom's kindly sway surrender 

Your hearts in Jesus' school. 



Jj^v&TS.ix ixsv 9iudxon. 

T ORD of might, and Lord of glory, 
On my knees I bow before Thee, 
With my whole heart I adore Thee, 

Great Lord ! 
Listen to my cry, O Lord ! 

Passions proud and fierce have ruled me, 
Fancies light and vain have fooled me, 
But Th/ training stem hath schooled me j 

Now, Lord, 
Take me for Thy child, O Lord ! 



S8 PRA YER FOR DIRECTION. 

Groping dim, and bending lowly, 
Mortal vision catcheth slowly 
Glimpses of the pure and holy ; 

Now, Lord, 
Open Thou mine eyes, O Lord ! 



Not with lofty thoughts far-reaching. 
Not with blasts of mightful preaching, 
But with heart that waits Thy teaching, 

Good Lord, 
Let me learn from Thee, O Lord ! 



Not where dazzling glories win us. 
Not where sounding plaudits din us. 
But Thy kingdom is within us. 

There, Lord, 
Let Thy truth teach me, O Lord ! 
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In the deed that no man knoweth, 
Where no praiseful trumpet bloweth, 
Where he may not reap who soweth, 

There, Lord, 
Let my heart serve Thee, O Lord ! 



In the work that no gold payeth, 
Where he speedeth best who prayeth, 
Doeth most who little sayeth, 

There, Lord, 
Let me work Thy will, O Lord ! 



In His name who, meek and lowly, 
Died to make poor sinners holy, 
Stumbling oft, and creeping slowly, 

Great Lord, 
Guide me by Thy truth, O Lord ! 



%hg. (§oh at %he. 



Aher die Cotter lieben der Menschen 
Weitverbreitete gute Geschlechter. 



Goethe. 



T F a mortal man might sing 
Theme above all mortal wing ; 
If the creatures of the clay 
With the name of God might play ; 
If the moulded breath might tell 
All that stirs the soul's deep well, 
I would sing a song of glee, 
Father of all songs, to Thee ! 

Thou art not the awful thing, 
Iron ruler, despot king. 
Harsh, revengeful, stern, severe. 
Child of terror, birth of fear : 
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Thou art nothing like to Him, 
Ghost of sickly dreamer's whim ; 
If I sing a song to Thee, 
It shall be a song of glee. 



Fools may rant, and fools may rave, 
Loudly damn, and loudly save, 
With a solemn sounding swell, 
Sweeping honest souls to hell, 
With church-blasts of mimic thunder 
Turning every over under ; 
Thou from wrath of man art free, 
God of gladness, God of glee ! 



What Thou art no tongue may say ; 
I remember I am clay ; 
Scarcely knowing brother man,. 
Shall I venture God to scan ? 
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From within and from without 
Full of dream, and full of doubt, 
Feeling only lent from Thee, 
This glad Being, God of glee ! 



Shall I set Thee on a throne 
Ruling solemnly alone ? 
Shall I dress Thee in strange glory % 
Grandly chant Thy epic story ? 
Shall I lodge Thee in the tomb, 
There to lighten up my gloom J 
Shalt Thou sleep in death with me, 
God of gladness, God of glee % 



Shall my wit be Thine inspector ? 
Shall my knife be Thy dissector ? 
Shall I perch Thee on a steeple. 
To feed the gaze of gaping people % 
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Shall I show Thee round and round, 
Here explain, and there expound ? 
In a cold creed prison Thee, 
God of gladness, God of glee ? 



Shalt Thou be my sworn director, 
Patroniser, and protector % 
Shall I stamp with Thy great seal 
All I think, and all I feel ? 
Shalt Thou be a horse to ride 
For the pranks of human pride ? 
And shall strife be born of Thee, 
God of gladness, God of glee ? 



Shalt Thou hug me in Thy breast. 
Fledgling of no human nest ? 
Shall I be the one pet-lamb 
Of the terrible I am ? 
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I the called and the elect, 
Thou Jehovah of a sect ? 
Bastards all, save only me, 
Thou, my Father, God of glee ? 



O ! it is a hard assay 
For the reach of human clay, 
And yet every fool will mount 
Thee to number. Thee to count, 
With a plummet and a square 
Meting out the pathless air ; 
Teach me how to think of Thee, 
God of gladness, God of glee ! 



If nay tongue must lisp its lay, 
I will speak what best I may : 
I will say. Thou art a Soul, 
Weaving wisely through the whole ; 
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I will say Thou art a Power 
Working good from hour to hour, 
I will say Thou art to me 
Light and Life, and Love and Glee. 



Thou art each, and Thou art all 
In Creation's living Hall, 
Every breathing shape of beauty, 
Every solemn voice of duty ! 
Every high and holy mood, 
All that 's great, and all that 's good, 
All is Echo sent from Thee, 
God of gladness, God of glee ! 



'T'HE fool hath in his heart declared, — by laws 

Since time began, 
Blind and without intelligential cause, 

Or reasoned plan, 
All things are ruled. I from this lore dissent, 

With sorrowful shame 
That reasoning men such witless wit should vent 

In reason's name. 
O Thou that o'er this lovely world hast spread 

Thy jocund light, 
Weaving with flowers beneath, and stars o'erhead 

This tissue bright 
Of living powers, clear Thou my sense, that I 

May ever find 
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In all the marshalled pomp of earth and sky 

The marshalling mind ! 
Laws are not powers ; nor can the well-timed courses 

Of earths and moons 
Ring to the stroke of blind unthinking forces 

Their jarless tunes. 
Wiser were they who in the flaming vault 

The circling sun 
Beheld, and in his ray, with splendid fault, 

Worshipped the one 
Eye of the universe that seeth all, 

And shapeth sight 
In man and moth through curious visual ball 

With fine delight. 
O blessed beam, on whose refreshful might 

Profusely shed 
Six times ten years, with ever young delight, 

Mine eye hath fed. 
Still let me love thee, and with wonder new, 

By flood and field, 
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Worship the fair; and consecrate the true 

By thee revealed ! 
And loving thee, beyond thee love that first 

Father of Lights 
From whom the ray vivific marvellous burst, 

Might of all mights, 
Whose thought is order, and whose will is law. 

That man is wise 
Who worships God wide-eyed, with cheerful awe 

And chaste surprise. 



SEhat 10 Jlatar*. 



"\^HAT thing is Nature ? Well, I don't 

Assume to make a clatter, 
Like Hegel, Hamilton, and Comte, 
Concerning mind and matter. 



Yet I have had my thoughts at times ; 

And, since you ask the question, 
I '11 tell you what I think in rhymes 

That won't hurt your digestion. 

Nature is growth, a coming forth 

Into new fashion ever, 
Of that whose substance knows no birth. 

Whose virtue dieth never. 
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What Substance ?— that which to define 
My gasping* reason smothers ; 

But what is best I call divine, 
And worship God with others. 

You 're a materialist ? Not at all ; 

If I should seek to find 
The best name for what Best I call, 

I 'd rather call it Mind. 

And Mind is one; and what we call 

The Many is but one. 
As million rays shoot from the ball 

Of th' light- evolving Sun. 

But not to dogmas I incline, 

And think me not unwise 
Who fear and love, but not define, 

The Power that shapes the skies. 



WHA T IS NA TURE ? 71 

And you, Sir Doctor, are a fool, 

With logical appliance, 
That would take God into your school, 

And teach Him terms of science ; 

And talk of Nature, God, and Man 

With technic demonstration. 
As if yourself had sketched the plan 

Of the boundless, vast Creation ; 

And dress mean thoughts in phrases grand, 

And prove, with solemn clatter, 
That you have got, in your clumsy hand. 

Two things called Mind and Matter. 

Go to ! You know nor this, nor that ; 

Man has no measuring rod 
For Nature, Force, and Law, and what 

The wisest men call God. 
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For law, and life, and all the course 

Of lovely-shifting Nature, 
Are but the play of one wise Force, 

Which Moses called Creator. 

Think on your knees : 'tis better so 
Than without wings to soar ; 

What blinking Reason strains to know 
We find when we adore. 



^U tkinge ar« Ml of ®0li. 



'0 OaMis Tbv k6<thov i/xxpuxov iireaT'^iraTO xal Sai/iipoiv TrMipri. 

DiOG. Laert. 



A LL things are full of God. Thus spoke 
Wise Thales in the days 
When subtle Greece to thought awoke 

And soared in lofty ways. 
And now what wisdom have we more ? 

No sage divining-rod 
Hath taught than this a deeper lore, 
All things are full of God. 
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II. 

The Light that gloweth in the sky 

And shimmers, in the sea, 
That quivers in the painted fly 

And gems the pictured lea, 
The million hues of Heaven above 

And Earth below are one, 
And every lightful eye doth love 

The primal light, the Sun. 

III. 

Even so, all vital virtue flows 

From life's first fountain, God ; 
And he who feels, and he who knows, 

Doth feel and know from God. 
As fishes swim in briny sea. 

As fowl do float in air, 
From Thy embrace we cannot flee ; 

We breathe, and Thou art there. 
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IV. 

Go, take thy glass, astronomer; 

And all the girth survey 
Of sphere harmonious linked to sphere, 

In endless bright array. 
All that far-reaching Science there 

Can measure with her rod. 
All powers, all laws, are but the fair 

Embodied thoughts of God. 

V. 

And if there be who of blind laws 

And soulless forces talk, 
Who feed vain doubts with fancied flaws. 

With these I will not walk. 
But as a child to father clings. 

Or flower to sapful sod, 
The living well within me springs 

Of all great thoughts from God. 
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VI. 

O Thou, who didst the heart inspire 

Of Thales and his peers, 
And touched the prophet-lips with fire 

Of holy Hebrew seers, 
Teach Thou in great and small my will 

To own Thy sovereign rod, 
Holding this faith finn-rooted still, 

All things are full of God. 



' AX THY wilt thou pray? why storm with cries 
His ear who rides the thundering skies, 

And passes wrathful by 1 
His laws stand firm ; He may not hear ; 
Thy life, thy death, in His career 
Are but as steps. He will not hear 

Though thou shalt loudly cry.' 

Most like, most like ! yet the soft tear 
Fresh dropt upon the senseless bier 

Hath virtue — nor that small. 
The sod why dost thou strew with flowers ? 
The dead man walks not in thy bowers, 
He will not rise to sorrow's showers, 

Nor feel when soft flowers fall ; 
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And yet thou weep'st. Much more may'st thou 
fay to the living God thy vow, 

And pour the heart-felt prayer. 
Deft Logic is but Reason's tool, 
Reason a child in Nature's school ; 
We may not joy nor grieve by rule, 

Nor syllogise a prayer. 



§aliiiaik ^smn on th* JEontttaina. 

p RAISE ye the Lord ! 
Not in the temple of shapeliest mould, 
Polished with marble and gleaming with gold, 
Piled upon pillars of slenderest grace, 
But here in the blue sky's luminous face 

Praise ye the Lord ! 

Praise ye the Lord ! 
Not where the organ's melodious wave 
Dies 'neath the rafters that narrow the nave, 
But here with the free wind's wandering sweep, 
Here with the billow that booms from the deep, 

Praise ye the Lord ! 
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Praise ye the Lord ! 
Not where the pale-faced multitudes meet 
In the sweltering lane, and the dun-visaged street, 
But here where bright ocean, thick sown with green 

isles, 
Feeds the glad eye with a harvest of smiles. 
Praise ye the Lord ! 

Praise ye the Lord ! 
Here where the strength of the old granite Ben 
Towers o'er the greenswarded grace of the glen. 
Where the birch flings its fragrance abroad on the 

hill, 
And the bee o'er the heather-bloom wanders at will, 
Praise ye the Lord ! 

Praise ye the Lord ! 
Here where the loch; the dark mountain's fair 

daughter,, 
Down the red scaur flings the white-streaming water. 
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Leaping and tossing and swirling for ever 
Down to the bed of the smooth-rolling river, 
Praise ye the Lord ! 



Praise ye the Lord ! 
Not where the voice of a preacher instructs you, 
Not where the hand of a mortal conducts you, 
But where the bright welkin in scripture of glory 
Blazons Creation's miraculous story, 

Praise ye the Lord ! 



Praise ye the Lord ! 
The wind and the welkin, the sun and the river, 
Weaving a tissue of wonders for ever ; 
The mead and the mountain, the flower and the 

tree. 
What is their potiip but a vision of Thee, 
Wonderful Lord ? 
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Praise ye the Lord ! 
Not in the square-hewn, many-tiered pile, 
Not in the long-drawn, dim-shadowed aisle. 
But where the vast world, with age never hoary, 
Flashes His brightness and thunders His glory, 

Praise ye the Lord ! 



'Srimnrti. 

'yRIMURTI, Trimurti, 

Mock not the name ;' 
Think and know 

Before thou blame ! 

Brother, believe me, I respect thy creed. 
And in mine inmost shrine of reverence bow 
Before the men of strong firm-jointed thought 
Who framed, and with their hearts' warm life-blood 

signed 
That paper — thy confession ; but to fling 
Damnation round against all other creeds. 
And plant myself, draped in most fine conceit, 
And laced in Orthodoxy all compact, 
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A model for all forms of thought that be, 

Is not my fashion, and should not be yours. 

Thy sun-tanned brother in the glowing East, 

Where sacred Ganga rolls his ample flood, 

Bends not the knee to senseless blocks and beasts 

But to a Spirit : and his huge gilded idols 

Are but the clumsier spelling of a name 

Which no man spells completely ; he believes 

In his own way, what you believe in yours. 

Him, too, the power of Universal God 

Hath touched : he, too, discerns the Soul that stii;s 

The heaving clod : the mystery of life 

He probes : and in the battling din of things 

That frets the feeble ear, he seeks and finds 

A harmony that tunes the dissonant strife 

To sweetest music. If in the sober West 

High thought, and awful power of Hebrew faith 

Hath taught thee much, and seemed to teach thee 

more. 
Love more thy brother from thy larger breast. 
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Triraurti, Trimurti, 

Despise not the name ; 
Think and know . 

Before thou blame ! 

Look upon the face of Nature 

In the flush of June ; 
Brahma is the great Creator, 

Life is Brahma's boon. 
Dost thou hear the zephyr blowing ? 

That is Brahma's breath, 
Vital breath, live virtue showing 

'Neath the ribs of death. 
Dost thou see the fountain flowing ? 

That is Bramah's blood. 
Lucid blood — the same is glowing 

In the purpling bud. 
Brahma's Eyes look forth divining 

From the welkin's brow, 
Full bright eyes — the same are shining 

In the sacred cow. 
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Air, and Fire, and running River, 

And the procreant clod, 
Are but faces changing ever 

Of one changeless God. 
When thy winged thought ascendeth 

Where high thoughts are free, 
This is Brahma when he lendeth 

Half the God to thee. 
Brahma is the great Creator, 

Life a mystic drama ; 
Heaven, and Earth, and living Nature 

Are but masks of Brahma. 



Trimurti, Trimurti, 
Mock not the name ; 

Think and know 
Before thou blame ! 

Awful Siva dost thou know ? 
Awful Siva I will show. 
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Siva, Rubra, Mahadeva, 

One with many a shifting name, 
Bhima, Ugra, Pasapati, 

Never like, but still the same ! 
Earth is dumb with awe and wonder. 

When it sees dark Siva come ; 
Nations pale to hear the thunder 

Of his fateful-pealing drum. 
When he rides with serpents belted. 

Pearled with skulls about his neck, 
Rocks beneath his tread are melted. 

Mighty empires fall in wreck ; 
In the flood and in the flame 
Terrible is Siva's name. 
Dost thou see yon tiny boat 

Cradled in the shimmering ocean ? 
Summer clouds that lightly float 

Sail not with a gentler motion. 
Canst thou hear the merry notes 

From the jocund sailors pealing, 
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Careless joy from clamorous throats, 

Floods of free ebullient feeling % 
Suddenly there comes a blast ; 
■ With short fits of gusty terror 
Quakes the air : night travels fast ; 

Darkly glooms the briny horror. 
Where is now that gamesome boat % 

Where the crew with wild joy swelling % 
Seek them in dark ocean's throat, 

In the mute sea-monster's dwelling. 
Mighty Siva hath prevailed : 

On the tempest's, wings of madness 
Riding, harsh and iron-mailed, 

He hath crushed all joy and gladness. 
Many mothers weep to-day. 

Many brides will weep to-morrow, — 
Siva comes, and leaves his way 

Washed with blood, and paved with sorrow; 
Siva comes : his power adore ; 

Wrathful treads the great Destroyer, 
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Death, his servant, walks before, 

Teeming Life is his employer. 
Famine, Fever, Flood, and Flame, 

Murder and the Grave, 
Rule by mighty Siva's name ; 

None from him can save. 
Worship Siva : when he glares 

With his three red eyes of Ruin, 
When his smoking breath prepares 

Three-pronged bolts for thy undoing. 
Bend the knee beneath his dart, 

Huts may stand, while towers shall crumble ; 
Crushing low the proud in heart, 

Siva oft hath spared the humble. 



Trimurti, Trimurti, 
Mock not the name ; 

Search and know 
Before thou blame ! 
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All-pervading, all-informing, 

Heart of heat within the Cold, 
Widely-working, richly-warming, 

Vishnu loves to melt and mould. 
Though Siva hath passed in the stormy blast, 

And, like a crimson streamer. 
Hath swept the sky, Vishnu is nigh j 

Earth looks for her Redeemer. 
Six months and a day grim Winter's sway 

May last, but not for ever ; 
The grass shall grow, and the bud shall blow, 

When Vishnu unbinds the river. 
Long is the sleep that nations sleep ; 

Bleak centuries they lie 
Confounded, or convulsive creep 

In wriggling agony. 
But still the hidden life they keep ; 

Regeneration lurks ; 
A heaving God shall stir the clod 

Where mighty Vishnu works. 
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Deserts, when they feel his tread, 

Wave with leafy surges, 
Yama from their bony bed 

His refleshed ghosts disgorges. 
Wouldst thou grasp him ? that is hard, 

Witli three giant paces 
Who hath strode the blue girth barred 

To worms in mortal cases. 
Wouldst thou know him ? that is hard ; 

He holds no certain shape ; 
Soldier, prophet, priest, or bard. 

Fish, or boar, or ape. 
All and each are Vishnu's faces ; 

But the wise behind 
Each rude mask discern the traces 

Of the Saviour- Mind. 
They shall know him who believe 

That through his incarnation, 
Faithful hearts and hands achieve 

The world's regeneration. 
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They shall leave the half-burnt stake, 

And the half-ploughed furrow, 
And their portion they shall make 

With Vishnu's joy and sorrow. 
They with him shall toil and travel, 

For him fight and bleed : 
For Vishnu, though Hell's legions cavil. 

In the end shall speed. 
With an iron-pointed will, 

A steady-glowing fervour. 
Vanquished, they are victors still 

Through Vishnu the Preserver. 
Small as a seed that 's cast on Earth 

Vishnu's power is planted. 
Wide as ocean's swelling girth 

Vishnu's growth is vaunted. 
Like a beggar first he shows, 

And great and small ignore him ; 
Anon in regal pomp he goes, 

And monarchs bend before him. 
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Where he comes each palsied heart 

Beats with quick emotion, 
Peoples into being start, 

And Earth upheaves like Ocean. 
Rags of false fair Pride are torn, 

Truth's bright blazon flutters, 
Tears are buried, hopes are born, 

And power prophetic utters 
The coming glory. Heaven and Earth 

Pulse with impatient fervour. 
And reborn Nature hymns her mirth 

To Vishnu the Preserver ! 

There 's my apology for the poor Hindoos : 
Convert them, if you can, but do not damn ; 
Curse not the beggar when you dole your doit ; 
Preach, like St. Paul, in gentlemanly wise, 
And do not swear that brindled hides are black 
To make yourself look whiter. I believe 
There is much high and holy wisdom hid 
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In what you damn wholesale ; but, if you find 

No sheep outside the Presbyterian fold 

(All else being goats), and what I take for gold 

You deem base brass, till stamped in thine own mint, 

I would not strive with thee : God made thee so ; 

My thoughts would not lodge sweetly in thy skin. 

Think in thy groove ; 'tis safer footing so 

For thee, and all with thee who love to live 

Soft-fleshed within the fond familiar shell 

Of customed old tradition ; but refrain 

From blaming me to my own nature true, 

Who love the broad free range and shifting scene, 

And still must strive beyond myself to gain 

Some point of vantage, nearer as I deem 

To God, and to the wide far-reaching scope 

Of his rich varied plan. A little bird 

Cage-bom and bred may love to dwell secure 

Within the wires, and wisely shrink from swell 

Of wavy winds, and vans of venture stirred 

In unfamiliar fields : fear saves the weak ; 
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But the storm-nurtured freedman of the air 

Will scorn to breathe where chains have lamed his 

wing. 
Farewell'! your creed may nevermore be mine ; 
I hold one God, but many forms divine ; 
Your's best — so be it ! — but I may not bind 
My heart to worship only in one kind ; 
Nor, where flowers prink the mead with diverse hue 
Let one bright bloom usurp my wondering view ; 
And they are wise who love with hke regard 
Both rose and lily, where to choose is hard. 
Leave me, dear friend, the luxury of my error. 
To think that creeds are but a broken mirror, 
With thousand Suns for one that lights the skies. 
And one truth imaged in a thousand lies ! 



§mdz ^oa&Us, era inro £iobis ! 

T^EAR God, by wrathful routs 
How is thy Church divided, 
And how may he that doubts 

In such turmoil be guided ! 
When weeping I behold 

How Christian people quarrel, 
Ofttimes from Heathens old 

I fetch a saintly moral ; 
And while they fret with rage 

The sore-distraught community, 
I look for some Greek sage 

Who preaches peace and unity. 
And thus I pray : 
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Saiicte Socrates, or a pro nobis I 

Let faith and love and joy increase, 
And reason rule and wrangling cease, 
Good saint, we pray thee 1 

They pile a priestly fence 

Of vain scholastic babble, 
To keep out common sense 

With the unlearned rabble. 
A curious creed they weave, 

And, for the Church commands it. 
All men must needs believe, 

Though no man understands it ; 
Thus, while they rudely ban 

All honest thought as treason, 

1 from the Heathen clan 
Seek solace to my reason. 

And thus I pray : 
O Sande Socrates, orapro nobis! 
From creeds that men believe because 
G 
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They fear a damnatory clause, 
Good saint, deliver us ! 

Some preach a God so grim 

That, when his anger swelleth, 
They crouch and cower to him 

When sacred fear compelleth ; 
God loves his few pet lambs, 

And saves his one pet nation. 
The rest he largely damns 

With swinging reprobation. 
Thus banished from the fold, 

I wisely choose to follow 
Some sunny preacher old 

Who worshipped bright Apollo ; 
And thus I pray : 
O Sancte Socrates, orapro nobis I 

From silly flocks of petted lambs, 

And from a faith that largely damns. 
Good saint, deliver us ! 
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And some do strongly strive 

By light of noonday taper, 
The guilty soul to shrive 

With many a gest and caper ; 
With candlestick and bells, 

With postures and grimaces, 
With wealth of holy spells, 

And lack of lovely graces ; 
And when I see increase 

These feats of antic duty, 
I turn me back to Greece 

Where truth was wed to beauty. 
And thus I pray : 
O Sande Socrates, ora pro nobis ! 

From quaint religion tricked in laces, 

From -genuflexions and grimaces, 
Good saint, deliver us ! 

And some there be that say, 

That through their veins a virtue 
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Doth run to charm away 

All ills that flesh is heir to ; 
And from their finger-tips 

A sacred tremor passes, 
To ope the braying lips 

Of Apostolic asses ; 
From ferment I abstain 

Of such high-churchly preachers, 
And keep myself quite sane 

By sober Attic teachers ! 

And thus I pray : 
O Sancte Socrates, orapro nobis J 

From men that say wide earth contains 

No truth but creeps through priestly veins, 
Good saint, deliver us ! 

Such eager fancies vain 

Shape forth the rival Churches ; 

And each man's fuming brain 
God's holy light besmirches ; 
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And thus they all conspire 

The primal truth to smother, 
And think they praise their Sire 

By hating well their brother. 
Such wrangling when I see 

Such storms of godly rancour, 
To Heathendom I flee 

To cast a peaceful anchor, 
And thus I pray : 
Satute Socrates, ora pro mbisl 

Let love and faith and joy increase. 

And reason rule and wrangling cease, 
Good saint, we pray thee ! 



%ht Hope of the ^teoJxrx. 

TN Thee, O blessed God, I hope, 

In Thee, in Thee, in Thee ! 
Though banned by Presbyter and Pope, 

My trust is still in Thee. 
Thou wilt not cast Thy servant out 

Because he chanced to see 
With his own eyes, and dared to doubt 
What praters preach of Thee. 
O no ! no ! no ! 
For ever and ever, and aye 
(Though Pope and Presbyter bray), 
Thou wilt not cast away 
An honest soul from Thee, 
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I look around on earth and sky, 

And Thee, and ever Thee, 
With open heart and open eye 

How can I fail to see ? 
My ear drinks in from field and fell 

Life's rival floods of glee ; 
Where finds the priest his private hell 
When all is full of Thee ? 
O no ! no ! no ! 
Though flocks of sacred geese 
Give Heaven's high ear no peace, 
I still enjoy a lease 

Of happy thoughts from Thee. 



My faith is strong ; out of itself 
It grows erect and free ; 

No Talmud on the Rabbi's shelf 
Gives amulets to me. 
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Small Greek I know, nor Hebrew much, 

But this I plainly see, 
Two legs without the Bishop's crutch 
God gave to thee and me. 
O no ! no ! no ! 
The Church may loose and bind, 
But Mind, immortal Mind, 
As free as wave or wind 

Came forth, O God, from Thee. 



O pious quack ! thy pills are good, 

But mine as good may be, 
And healthy men on healthy food 

Live without you or me. 
Good lady ! let the doer do ! 

Thought is a busy bee,. 
Nor honey less what it doth brew, 

Though very gall to thee. 
O no ! no ! no ! 
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Though Councils decree and declare, 
Like a tree in open air 
The soul its foliage fair 
Spreads forth, O God, to Thee ! 



(TO ^ear tng fragal 

/^ HEAR my prayer, 

If I may dare 
To talk with Thee, Great Spirit, 

Of mortal mould, 

To frailty sold, 
Who dust and death inherit ! 

What thing am I 

To soar so high, 
Such proud conceits to cherish ?- 

An insect born 

With dewy morn, 
With dewy eve to perish. 
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Yet am I not 

By Thee forgot, 
Thou knowest not forgetting ; 

The perfect All 

Nor great nor small 
Nor rising knows nor setting. 

One ocean rolls 

Whose waves are souls, 
With radiant-shifting features ; 

That ocean Thou, 

Eternal now, 
The shifting waves Thy creatures. 

When Thou art nigh 

We live ; we die 
From Thy sustainment sundered ; 

Even as the spark 

Goes out in dark 
That from its flame hath wandered. 
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Therefore no harm 
That wingfed worm 

Should lofty fancies cherish ; 
Or great or small, 
On Him hangs all, 

Who lives and cannot perish. 

And I will dare 
To lift my prayer 

With trust in Thee, Great Spirit, 
By whose high might 
Day springs from Night 

And Death doth Life inherit. 



'She gabhath gag. 

'"PHE Sabbath-day, the Sabbath-day, 

How softly shines the morn ! 
How gently from the heathery brae 

The fresh hill-breeze is borne ! 
Sweetly the village bell doth toll, 

And thus it seems to say, 
Come rest thee, rest thee, weary soul. 

On God's dear Sabbath-day ! 

Swift as the shifting pictures flit 

Unscanned, unnoticed by. 
To those who in the steam-car sit 

And pass with rapid eye ; 
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So flits our life with sweeping haste, 
And hath no power to stay ; 

But God makes man His favoured guest 
On each dear Sabbath-day : 

And to high converse doth invite 

The soul with tranquil eye 
That numbers well, and marks aright 

The moments as they fly ; 
The soul that will not lawless roam, 

Nor with bhnd hurry stray, 
But with itself would be at home 

On a peaceful Sabbath-day. 

There are who live as in a fair, 
The light, the shallow-hearted, 

Nor ask or whither bound, or where 
They stand, or whence they started ; 

Aimless they live, and thoughtless fling 
Their rattling lives away, 
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Nor know to poise the brooding wing 
On a sober Sabbath-day. 

Such judge I not. But me not so 

God made for light-winged prattle : 
A soldier I, and I must know 

Before I fight, my battle. 
I with the jingling bells an hour 

Would sport, then steal away. 
To feel with truth, and plan with power, 

On a thoughtful Sabbath-day. 

Stern Scottish people, ye redeem 

Each seventh day severely; 
Sober and grave, with scarce a gleam 

Of frolic tempered cheerly. 
Light wits deride your thoughtful law, 

The tinkling and the gay ; 
But wisely from deep founts ye draw 

Calm strength on the Sabbath-day. 
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And safely, if I err, I err, 

Who on this day with you 
The hot-spurred bustle and the stir 

Of dinsome life eschew j 
Happy, if through the frequent dark 

Of man's tumultuous way, 
God in my soul shall light a spark 

On His dear Sabbath-day. 



^uUtflftt <§xun. 

TTERE, on this height, where pastoral Pentland 
falls, 

With easy slope, into the Lothian plain, 
Where silence fills the azure-vaulted halls. 

And sohtude's serenest soul doth reign ; 
Where scarce the pewit's shrill far-plaining cry 

Disturbs the quiet sleep o' the hill breeze. 
And the bare brae seems clad, in mockery. 

With one thin belt of lean and scurvy trees ; 
Here let me pause : Here mighty deeds were done 
By Scotland's sires ; and I am Scotland's son. 

Say not that they were harsh, and stern, and sour, 
Or say they were so, but not therefore base ; 

H 
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In iron times God sends, with mighty power, 
Iron apostles to make smooth His ways ; 

And hearts of rock, close-clamped with many a bar. 
He plants where angry billows lash the shore; 

Thus love by fear, thus peace is pledged by war, 
(Stern law !) and gospel paths are paved in gore j 

We reap in ease what they did sow in toil. 

And rate them harsh, and stern, and sour the while. 



I blame them that they were not stern enough. 

Too tamely bore, and waited overlong. 
They should have checked, with sharp severe rebuff. 

In the first threshold of his impious wrong, 
The pedant-king, whose rash conceit did ween 

With statute-work to stop the strong full heart 
God-moved. He fell ; and in his fall was seen 

Man less than God, and nature more than art ; 
Old text, which many wars have preached, and more 
Shall write in blood, ere folly's reign be o'er. 
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Here, on this slope, the Covenanting men 

Stood, lifting holy hearts and holy hands ; 
And from the hill they looked, with eager ken. 

To catch the nearing of their brother'd bands. 
From Teviot's banks, from high Dunedin's brow. 

Some aid was promised, and they hoped for more ; 
But ah ! it was too bold a venture now. 

And hands were weak, where tongues were strong 
before : 
Dunedin closed her ports ; and from the west 
Hung grim Dalziel, avoidless as the pest. 



But fear they knew not. With an holy bond 
In Clydesdale they had bound them to their God ; 

Nor do their hearts in danger's hour despond, 
They bear Heaven's mandate, and they own its 
nod. 

Beneath the cold and clear November noon. 
Their hearts beat high upon the lonely hill ; 
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Souls mild and kindly as the leafy June, 

Stood cased in stem resolve, and dauntless will ; 
And, when soft pity melts the mood severe. 
There God doth paint a rainbow in each tear. 

Hark, from the hill ascends the solemn chant ! 

And hark again the startling war-cry rings' ! 
A mud-splashed rider comes with breathless pant — 

' 'Tis he, the grim Dalziel, and death he brings 
Or to himself, or you !' — Straightway were heard 

The hungry hell-hounds through the stony dell 
Hurrying. Their swords the godly warriors gird, 

With godly benediction bless them well ; 
Then rush to the fray. The hostile horse they beat 
Back to the glen, with swift severe retreat. 

And yet again the clattering onset came ; 

And yet again they drave it back in blood ; 
But grim Dalziel, now burning with fierce flame, 

Gathered his serried hundreds. Like a flood. 
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He rolled, and swept the rankless tens away, 

Whose valour now was bootless. They so few 
Had boldly hoped to keep a host at bay ; 
Nor vainly — had their plighted friends been true. 
Not lack of heart, but lack of ordered skill. 
And lack of needful aidance wrought their ill. 



Rude warriors, rest ! God from that ill wrought good ; 

Your strong endurance wrought strong hate of 
wrong, 
I^et dark Dunnottar's dungeon-solitude, 

And the strong Bass, attest your sufferings long ; 
No polished pen, no smooth and courtly verse, 

Ye heed to prove the virtue of your crime ; 
Pentland's green slopes, and the bleak moors o' the 
Merse, 

Shall be your record to remotest time ; 
Ourselves, your sons, inheriting your stuff. 
While we are worthy, shall be praise enough ; 
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As ye were worthy of the royal man 

Whose battle-axe the English epicure 
Clove with a stroke, whgn the first fray began 

At glorious Bannockburn ! The purple moor, 
While 'tis our home, the high hills granite-bound. 

Shall brace our hearts, and make us valiant men ; 
From every crag a hero's tale shall sound, 

A holy warning echo from each glen. 
Shall slaves be dull where Wallace' blade was keen ? 
Shall sleeve and surplice flaunt o'er RuUion Green ? 



Needs not this rhyme to tell their pious roll. 

Who slept in caves, and on bleak hills did preach ; 
Guthrie, M'Kail, strong hearts that scorned control. 

The soldier Wallace, many-wandering Veitch. 
These sure did share His brotherhood sincere, 

The Christ, who had not where to lay His head : 
He died for all ; for some who haply jeer 

They in this clay did make their gory bed ; 
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Men rude and wild, rough, shaggy, and uncouth. 
But true and honest, and who died for truth. 

Thou, Scotland's son, that wouldst be leal and true, 

This storied stone, not dry and tearless scan : 
Bleed for their wounds who freely bled for you. 

And know how good, how great a thing is man. 
O these did boast no brightly barren deed ! 

One death for freedom makes a million free ; 
And who achieves a self-dependent creed. 

Has gained Mind's first and last great victory ; 
Gains more than hero's, more than bard's renown — 
' God's saints died here, and gained the 
martyr's crown.' 



3Litte0 torittm at Jttapia JEnir. 

T AMENT who will the surplice rent, 

And mitre trampled low, 
I cannot think the blow mis-spent, 
That felled our priestly foe. 

Who sent him here ? — a perjured king. 

His work 1 — with churchman's art 
To bind young Freedom's mounting wing, 

And crush a people's heart. 

Ill-omened priest ! for courtly place 
Well made, and cold propriety ; 

But here thou found'st a fervid race. 
Whose sternly-glowing piety 
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Scorned paper laws. Their free-bred soul 
Went not with priests to school, 

To trim the tippet and the stole, 
And pray by printed rule ; 

But they would cast the eager word. 

From their heart's fiery core, 
Smoking and red, as God had stirred 

The Hebrew men of yore. 

And thou didst come, a cassocked slave, 

With windy proclamation, 
Parchment, and ink, and wax, to brave 

The spirit of a nation ; 

And with rash plume didst brush the flame. 
And wert consumed, poor fly ! — 

So perish all, who join the name 
Of Christ, with tyranny ! 
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Prate not of law and lawyer's art ! 

When kingly sin is rife, 
The law is in a people's heart, 

That whets the needful knife. 

O Scotland ! O my country ! thou 
Through blopd hast waded well ; 

From glorious Bannockburn till now, 
The tyrant hears his knell 

Rung from thy iron heart. And we, 
In lone rock-girdled glen, 

Or purple heath, erect and free, 
From harsh knife-bearing men 

Inherit peace. Lament who will 
The mitre trampled low ; 

Not all are murderers who kill, , 
The cause commends the blow. 



JEsrtirt ILttthet. 

■\ 7[ rnO sits upon the Pontiff's throne 1 

On Peter's holy chair 
Who sways the keys 1 At such a time 
When dullest ears may hear the chime 
Of coming thunders — when dark skies 
Are writ with crimson prophecies, 

A wise man should be there ; 
A godly man, whose life might be 
The living logic of the see ; 
One quick to know, and keen to feel, 
A fervid man, and full of zeal, 

Should sit in Peter's chair. 
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Alas ! no fervid man is there, 

No earnest, honest heart ; 
But one who, dress'd in priestly guise, 
Looks on the world with worldUng's eyes ; 
One who can trim the courtier's smile, 
Or weave the diplomatic wile, 

But knows no deeper art ; 
One who can dally with fair forms. 
Whom a well-pointed period warms — 
No man is he to hold the helm 
Where rude winds blow, and wild waves whelm, 

And creaking timbers start. 

In vain did Julius pile sublime 

TJie vast and various dome. 
That makes the kingly pyramids' pride, 
And the huge Flavian wonder hide 
Their heads in shame — these gilded stones 
(O heaven !) were very blood and bones 

Of souls whom Christ did come 
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To save — vile gain of knaves who sold 
Celestial rights for earthy gold, 
Marketing grace with merchant's measure, 
To prank with Europe's pillaged treasure 
The pride of purple Rome ! 

The measure of her sins is full, 

The scarlet-vested whore ! 
Thy murderous and lecherous race 
Have sat too long i' the holy place ; 
The knife shall lop what no drug cures ; 
Nor Heaven permits, nor earth endures. 

The monstrous mockery more. 
Behold ! I swear it, saith the Lord : 
Mine elect warrior girds the sword ; 
A nameless man, a miner's son, 
Shall tame thy pride, thou haughty one, 

And pale the painted whore ! 

Earth's mighty men are naught. I chose 
Poor fishermen before. 
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To preach my gospel to the poor ; 

A pauper boy from door to door 

That trolled his hymn — by his strong word 

The priest-bound world shall now be stirred, 

As with a lion's roar ! 
A lonely monk that loved to dwell' 
With peaceful book in silent cell ; 
This man shall shake the Pontiff's throne : 
Him kings and emperors shall own, 

And stout hearts wince before 

The eye profound and lordly front 

Where speculation reigns. 
He to the learned seats shall climb, 
On Science' watch-tower stand sublime ; 
The arid doctrine shall inspire 
Of wiry teachers with swift fire j 

And, piled with cumbrous pains 
Proud palaces of sounding lies 
Lay prostrate with a breath. The wise 
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Shall listen to his word ; the youth 
Shall eager seize the new-born truth, 
Where prudent age refrains. 

Lo ! where the venal pomp proceeds 

From echoing town to town ! 
The clamorous preacher and his train, 
Organ and bell with sound inane, 
The crimson cross, the book, the keys. 
The flag that spreads before the breeze. 

The triple-belted crown ! 
It wends its way ; and straw is sold, 
Yea ! deadly drugs for heavy gold, 
To feeble hearts whose pulse is fear ; 
And though some smile, and many sneer, 

There 's none will dare to frown. 

None dares but one — the race is rare — 

One free and honest man : 
Truth is a dangerous thing to say 
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When high-throned falsehoods rule the day ; 
But He hath lent it voice ; and, lo I 
From heart to heart the fire shall go, 

And fuse with plastic plan. 
Proud bishops with a lordly train. 
Fierce cardinals with high disdain. 
Sleek chamberlains with smooth discourse. 
And wrangling doctors, all shall force 

In vain, one honest man. 

In vain the foolish Pope shall fret ; 

It is a sober thing, 
Thou high-blown trifler ! cease to rave, 
Loudly to damn, and loudly save. 
Sweeping with mimic thunders' swell 
Armies of honest soiils to hell ! 

The time on rushing wing' 
Hath fled when this prevailed. O, Heaven ! 
One hour, one little hour, is given, 
If thou couldst but repent. But no ! 
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To ruin thou shalt headlong go, 
A doomed and blasted thing. 

Thy parchment ban comes forth ; and lo ! 

Men heed it not, thou fool ! 
See, from the learned city's gate. 
In solemn show, in pomp of state, 
The watchmen of the truth come forth, 
The burghers old of sterling worth, 

And students of the school : 
And he who should have felt thy ban. 
Walks like a prophet in the van ; 
He hath a calm untroubled look, 
Beneath his arm he bears a book, 

And in his hand the Bull. ■ 

He halts ; and in the middle space 

Bids pile a blazing fire. 
The flame ascends with crackling glee ; 
Then, with firm step advancing, he 
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Gives to the wild fire's wasting rule 
The false Decretals, and the Bull, 

While thus he vents his ire : — 
' Because the Holy One o' the Lord 
Thou vexed hast with impious word, 
Therefore the Lord shall thee consume, 
And thou shalt share the Devil's doom 

In everlasting fire !' 

He said ; and rose the echo round 

' In everlasting fire ! ' 
The hearts of men were free ; one word 
Their inner depths of soul had stirred ; 
Erect before their God they stood 
A truth-shod Christian brotherhood; 

And winged with high desire. 
And ever with the circling flame 
Uprose anew the blithe acclaim : — 
' The righteous Lord shall thee consume, 
And thou shalt share the Devil's doom 

In everlasting fire ! ' 
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Thus the braVe German men. And we 

Shall echo back the cry. 
The burning of that parchment scroll 
Annulled the bond that thralled the soul 
Of man to man ; each brother now 
Only to one great Lord will bow, 

One Father-God on high. 
And though with fits of lingering life 
The wounded foe prolong the strife, 
On Luther's deed we build our hope, 
Having this seal — the fond old Pope 

Is dying, and shall die. 



Patruk ^amiltott. 

TN St. Andrew's grey-towered city 
Once was done a deed unholy, 
When the harsh and haughty churchman 

Crushed the martyr meek and lowly. 
Young was he, and gentle-thoughted, 

Blood of kings flowed in his veins ; 
But with manly mild endurance 

Stout he bore the fiery pains. 
And he gave his life a priceless 

Ransom, to make Scotland free. 
By the faith which scorns the fagot. 

Bloody priest of Rome, from thee. 
Hoar St. Andrews, thou didst witness, 

When the dark-stoled priestly crew 
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Came swift trooping, where the trumpet 

Of the far-feared Beaton blew. 
Thou didst see the mitred council 

Sit, and, with a ghastly prayer, 
Pray the God who loves his creatures 

To make foulest murder fair 
With holy names ; and thou didst hear it 

When, instead of reasons true, 
Age gave grace to doting dogma, 

Truth was damned because 'twas new. 
And for burning words heart-kindling, 

Soulless creeds were grimly read 
From books, that with a monstrous learning 

Slaved the living to the dead. 
They with sounding pomp disputed. 

Meekly he, and calmly wise ; 
They with curious deft manoeuvre. 

He with short plain text replies. 
Forth then went that calm refuter. 

While they muttered spiteful wrath. 
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And the mob, with senseless clamour, 

Hooted round his guiltless path. 
To the place of doom they led him, 

In his hand the holiest book ; 
Bright the noon-day sun was shining, 

Brighter shone the martyr's look. 
To the bloody stake they bound him 

With strong bonds, who needed none ; 
Freely to the fiery torture 

Marched the noble Hamilton. 
Blessings for their hateful curses 

He returned ; his voice implored 
Pardon to his stone-eyed murderers, 

While the blazing billet roared. 
God was with him in his anguish, 

Jesus gave hina strength divine ; 
He, like Stephen, saw the glory 

Through the wreathed darkness shine. 
And a glorious light behind him 

Shone — and shines — whose death made free 
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Scotland, spite of fire and fagot, 
Bloody priest of Rome, from thee ! 

And the towers of grey St. Andrews, 
By the roaring German wave, 

While we name his name, shall teach us 
To be gentle, true, and brave. 



SBalter JEplit. 

Non nostra impietas, aut acta crimina viti2 

Annarunt hostes in meafata truces. 
Sola fides Christt, sacris signata libellis, 
Quce vita causa est, est mihi causa necis. 

Epitaph on Myln by Patrick Adamson, 
Archbishop of St. Andrews. 

/^NE breezy day, when all the sea was white 
With hoary crests, that rose upon the brine, 
Like ruffled plumes upon a fretted bird, 
Behind St. Andrews old grey towers I stood. 
And paced with pensive foot the high-raised walk, 
Which northward looks across the bay, to where 
The far red headland, eastward stretching, flouts 
The keen dry blast. As I was musing there 
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Of ancient times and new, bishops and priests, 
Martyrs and saints, and sage philosopliers, 
And bright-eyed dames, who shine in learning's halls, 
Like gay birds flitting through a dusky grove ; 
There comes before my path a little man, 
Smooth and close-shaven, very trig and smug, 
And well-appointed, not a speck of dust 
On all his long black coat, which down beneath 
His slender hams, near to his ankle fell ; 
A snow-white neckcloth with a dainty tie 
Embraced his neck, whose skin was fair and fine 
As any damsel's : — with a simpering lisp 
He spake, and asked me — Pray, Sir, can you tell 
What man was Walter Myln ? I, like a Scot, 
Replied — Why ask you that ? I read, quoth he. 
That name upon the obelisk, which stands 
High-perched above the benty golfing ground, 
And, being here a stranger, fain would know 
What names you honour in this Northern land ; 
Our saints in Oxford have a larger fame, 



138 WALTER MYLN. 

And sound through time, their own interpreter. 
O yes ! I said, you Southern Square-caps know 
As much of Scotland, as a fly that's bred 
In a grocer's sugar-cask may comprehend 
Of honeyed heather and of mountain bees. 
Our glens, you deem, are pleasant hunting-ground 
For London brewers and ducal debauchees, 
And our fair lochs and mountains a rare show 
To salve blear eyes, sick with a six months' view 
Of peevish faces in a hot saloon ! 
But,, since your question hints some stray regard 
For Scottish worthies, and the sacred blood 
That glued the stones of our stout Scottish Kirk, 
I'll tell you what I know, — though, in good Sooth, 
Not much is known of Myln, and even that little 
By flippant wits is mostly overskipped, 
Whose eye is all for courts and cavaliers, 
Crowns, mitres, coronets, and gaudy cirests. 
Stars, crosses, ribbons, painted heraldries, 
The pomp and flare of life ; but quiet worth 
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In strong-souled martyr, or meek- suffering saint, 
Like some fair flower in hollow glen remote, 
Finds not their roving eye. So said, I drew 
A circle round my thoughts, and them adjured 
To do their master's will ; and to the smug. 
Smooth-lipped Oxonian thus my tale began : 
Myln, like most men, in those unbookish days, 
Who had no taste for arms, was bred to the Church ; 
And as our Scotland lies remote, a small 
Creek in the wide sea of the world, where tides 
Are latest felt, he sailed abroad, and spread 
The germing blossoms of his youthful thought, 
To burst before the doctors of Almayne, 
Most learned and subtle. There, belike, his ear 
Caught the first stirrings of the God-sent gale. 
Which, blown tempestuous from the shrilling trump 
Of a poor Saxon monk, smote branchy Rome 
With dwindling fear, and from the roots uptore 
Her pride o'er half the world. Thence he returned. 
Stirred by new thoughts, and thrilled by poignant 
doubts, 
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To his dear Scotland, where for many years 

The daily offices of the church he used, 

And plied the faithful round of priestly service, 

In Lunan's sandy bay. The outward man 

Long time was calm ; but still the ferment worked 

Of the new doctrine, which the times had imped 

Into his budding soul, and his heart swayed 

With strange discomfort ; till his ripened thoughts 

Grew larger than his place, and he must burst 

Old bonds of life. Then, like an embryo bird. 

One day — he knew not how, but God that morn 

Had pricked his soul — he cracked his shelly case. 

Claimed his due portion in a larger life. 

And stood a freeman in a land of slaves. 

Like as a man, who, in some dusty nook 

Of an old lumber-room, amid a heap 

Of yellowed papers, lavishly bescrawled 

With silly records of ephemeral loves. 

And trivial sorrows, suddenly hath spied 

A parchment signed and sealed, whose stamp revives 
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Lost claims, his rusted right refurbishes, 

And makes him lord of lopg mislorded roods ; 

Into new life he starts, surveys the world 

With bolder scope, breathes a more ample breath, 

And stands a peer, who late had crouched a slave : 

Even so this simple priest, before the power 

Of misvouched creeds and a mistutored church. 

Stood, with the new-found Bible in his hand, 

Which God's own finger wrote. — Forthwith he went, 

And preached the precious truth he knew to all, 

As free as he had found it ; but not all 

Would gladly hear it. Few had wit to know ; 

And of these few, the fewest with strong nerve 

Could bear the radiant truth, but dubious lived, 

Fearing the dark, and bUnking at the day. 

Who flings broad truth into a falsfed age 

Must count his foes by thousands, and his friends 

By units. So, indeed, the priesthood raised 

About poor Myln a clattering hue and cry, . 

As he were known a thief, and rent the ears 
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0' the fevered time with fretful bickerment ; 
And him at length in Dysart town — a place 
More bruited then than now — they rudely seized, 
And to St. Andrews hoary castle haled, 
And barred him in yon tower beside the sea. 
Whose dungeon yet smelt rank with innocent blood 
Of Wishart, and the noble Hamilton. 
There first with baits of fleshly lure they tipped 
Their churchly hooks, and promised him a stall 
In rich Dunfermline's abbey, there to live 
In fatted comfort, and to slide at ease 
Into a cushioned grave. But not such man 
Such straw might tickle. So, from prison dragged. 
Before the assembly of the priests he stood, 
Even in the pulpit of the Bishop's church 
Impeached of heresy ; and fearless there 
With meek aspect fronted the proud array 
Of priests and bishops, priors, provosts, all 
The knighthood of the Pope, with motley troops 
Of friars, black, and white, and grey, as thick 
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As flies, that on a sweltering summer day 

Have scented carrion in a clover field — 

Even in the great church metropolitan 

He in the pulpit stood, a weak old man, 

But firm, with face serene, and shaded soft 

With the mild dignity of fourscore years. 

To answer for his faith. They on a bench 

Sate lofty-throned, and with full lofty looks 

Surveyed the people, or with face composed 

To meek devotion, while high-vaulting pride 

Housed in their hearts ; some only fat and dull. 

And gross with swinish habitude of soul. 

That made them grunt, when any cleanly foot 

Intruded on their sty. Before such court 

Sworn in God's name, and to their murtherous work 

Invoking Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 

Stood Walter Myln. How they accused him, what 

The counts of his offending, you may read 

In Foxe's book of gospel witnesses ; 

How he had dared, as any creature dares, 
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To find a mate, and mingle with his like ; 

How he had said that bread was bread, not flesh, 

And wine plain wine, not very blood of God ; 

How he declared that bishops were no bishops, 

Who marketed in holy things, to feed 

Not Christ's dear flock, but their own pride ; and how 

From land to land he pilgrimed, not to kiss 

The bones of maundering monks, and patter prayers 

To swart-faced Maries prinked with trumperies. 

But with free power to preach the eternal law 

Of truth and love, and righteousness to men ! 

All this he patient heard, and inly wept 

To think that reasoning men should reason use, 

To lift flat nonsense into attitudes 

Of lofty sense, strutting on learnfed stilts. 

And weaving curious webs of twisted phrase, 

Not to reveal the truth, but to conceal. 

Then, when their talk was done, he rose, and flung 

Their trivial charges from his swelling soul, 

Like straw before the wind ; for God inspired 
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The old man's heart with breath of truth, that he, 
His hot youth boiling in his aged breast, 
Made nave and choir to ring and sound again. 
So stoutly he protested. Wilt thou recant ? 
Quoth Oliphant — so hight the questioning clerk — 
If not, the fire is waiting ; thou shalt die. 
Then calmly thus the old man spake : I stand 
Accused of life. I know that I must die, 
Some day not distant. Therefore what vou do. 
Do quickly. Prove me. I will not recant 
God's truth ; for I am corn ; I am no chaff. 
Neither with wind shall I be blown away. 
Nor burst by flail ; but I will both abide. 
And so he made his brave confession, words 
Worth libraries of tinkling rhetoric. 
Words that made Scotland free, and eftsoons drave 
The tyrannous Pope and all his company 
Of mitred hirelings from our ransomed land. 
But first he gave, like Socrates, his life 
To pledge his words ; and so with gore they shent 
K 
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His silvery locks, and for a winding-sheet 
Swathed him in flaming pitch ; yet not without 
Deep grudge of honest men. The people's heart 
Was sick of blood, nor wished the old man dead. 
The minions of the priesthood were constrained — 
For none would lend a rope — to cut the cords 
Of their own tents, to bind him to the stake ; 
Where being fixed, he stood like one entranced 
With holy rapture and serene discourse. 
Yet not with dumb submission died ; once more, 
While life remained, and the keen-crackling blaze 
Choked not his utterance, his free voice he raised 
For truth and right, and God and Christ. And all 
The people's hearts were moved ; and many wept — 
Though tears were perilous then — and inly curst 
The priestly bonds they had no strength to break. 

And so my tale was told. 1 saw my smooth 

Oxonian friend had only half a mind 

To hear my story out ; for these Square-caps 
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Give their free right hand to the Pope, to us 

With grudging grace their left ; but I was pleased 

To blurt a dash of broad-cast Scottish truth, 

Athwart his lisping lips. Well, well ! he says, 

You Scotsmen are a pertinacious brood, 

And have that harsh-grained stuff in you, which makes 

Bigots and martyrs, democrats and bores ; 

Fitly you wear the thistle in your cap, 

As in your grim theology ! I laughed. 

O we 're not all so fierce ! God knows, you '11 find 

Well-combed and smooth-licked gentlemen enough 

In our saloons, who will rejoice with you 

To sneer at massive Calvin's close-wedged creed, 

And deem John Knox a boor, who dared to speak 

Truth to a pretty face topped with a crown ; 

Who hold that preachers should, like peers, avouch 

Their right to preach, by links of pedigree 

From Paul or Peter ; whom a fervid prayer, 

Or a bold word turns to nice squeamishness ; 

Who sigh for liturgies and surplices. 
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And all the frippery of your silken church ! 

Fear not ! — the memory of our iron times 

Frets the fine nerves of this soft-nurtured age. 

Our very streets are prankt with Prelacy ; 

The squares of breezy Edinburgh show 

Statues to perjured princes, men who lived 

Chief captains of a swinish court, and died 

With rotten souls embalmed in Popery. 

Proud monuments are piled to eternise 

Lawyers with supple conscience and glib tongue. 

And frizzled kings, with never a deeper thought 

Than their rolled waistcoats — but you '11 beat in vain 

Those streets to find one stone to memorise 

Dauntless John Knox, or faithful Walter Myln. 

So my Scotch bile I vented ; and our ways 
We parted : he across the golfing ground, 
Whence blew the railway's screeching whistle ; I 
To hold discourse with sage philosophers 
Of knowing and of being, and to feed 
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Mine eyes with pleasant play of kindly looks 

From bright-eyed dames, who shine in learning's 

halls, 
Like gay birds flitting through a dusky grove. 



A 1 T^ELL, friend, I see thy soul is hushed ; 

Methought thine eye was weeping, 
Then when the strong-winged preacher rushed, 
With thunders in his keeping, 

Athwart thy thought. Thou doest well ; 

'Tis rare that English eyes 
Thaw at the pulpit's potent spell ; 

They are too coldly wise. 

But thou this day hast seen and felt, 

in worship's solemn hour, 
How in the rough-hewn Scotsman dwelt 

The Word of God with power. 

1 The original of this picture is the late Thomas Guthrie, the 
eloquent apostle of the Ragged Schools. 
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No lawn-sleeved gospeller he ; no trim 

Vender of church proprieties, 
Whence delicate lips may learn to brim 

With nice new mixed varieties 

Of sacerdotal phrase. Not he, 

For every human need, 
With clipping tongue doth guarantee 

The stamped and labelled creed 

Of statutable faith ; but strong 

In the rude strength of Nature, 
Amid the motley human throng, 

He plants his manly stature. 

And flings the winged Word abroad. 

With large and liberal grace, 
As one that hath conversed with God ; 

Such glory fills his face. 
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O 'tis a noble sight to see 

A strong fresh-hearted man, 
From the cramped orthodoxy free 

Of the square school-bred clan, 

Preach Christ's pure gospel ! Why should men 

With bristling terminology 
Of things beyond all human ken 

Fence round divine theology 1 

This man smells not of books. A green 

And lusty show he bears ; 
As one whose foot hath wandering been 

Where vitalising airs 

Sweep the far-purpled hills. His God 

He cabins not in creeds ; 
But feels him where the fir-trees nod, 

And where the South wind speeds 
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O'er blossomy fields. In waves and winds 

For gospel texts he looks ; 
And in the hearts of men he finds 

What no man found in books. 

His doctrines from the streets he brings ; 

From ploughmati's lowly cot, 
From proud palatial halls of kings, 

From dens where sinners rot 

In darkness and disease. He hath 

The wise man's art to borrow 
From others' life ; he treads the path 

Of each man's joy and sorrow. 

Even as a brother. What all feel 

He speaks ; and all men see 
The thoughts their own dim hearts reveal 

Glow with new radiancy 
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In his strong glass. As lovers see 
Their wish displayed in lovers, 

So to each God-moved spirit he 
The God-ward path discovers. 

Would there were many such ! But we 
By narrow walls are bounded 

Of sundered life : so large and free, 
So full, yet unconfounded, 

Are few. The most shape forth a shell 

Of narrow notions crude, 
And in this self-spun prison dwell. 

Strange to all foreign good. 

Dear friend, our Scotch creed is severe, 

I grant ; but Christianity 
Hath found one strong mild champion here 

Wlio stirs our deep humanity. 
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And makes the blessfed tears to flow, 

The fount of holy sorrow, 
Which if thou cherish well, thou 'It know 

A clearer life to-morrow. 

Thank Heaven, thou 'rt richer grown this day, 

By one great fact at least ; 
And all who wept with thee may say — 

' Here spake a generous priest !' 



^entliicitz. 

German Air — Alles Schweige! 

A NGELS holy, 
High and lowly, 
Sing the praises of the Lord ! 
Earth and sky, all living nature, 
Man, the stamp of thy Creator, 
Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 

Sun and moon bright. 

Night and noonlight. 
Starry temples azure-flooded. 
Cloud and rain, and wild winds' madness. 
Breeze that floats with genial gladness. 
Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 
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Ocean hoary, 

Tell His glory, 
Cliffs, where tumbling seas' have roared ! 
Pulse of waters blithely beating, 
Wave advancing, wave retreating. 
Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 

Rock and high land, 

Wood and island. 
Crag where eagle's pride hath soared. 
Mighty mountains purple-breasted, 
Peaks cloud-heaving, snowy-crested, 
Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 

Rolling river, 

Praise Him ever. 
From the mountain's deep-vein poured ; 
Silver fountain clearly gushing. 
Troubled torrent madly rushing. 
Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 
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Bond and free man, 

Land and sea man, 
Earth with peoples widely stored, 
Wanderer lone o'er prairies ample, 
Full-voiced choir in costly temple, 
Praise ye, praise ye, God the Lord ! 

Praise Him ever, 

Bounteous Giver ! 
Praise Him, Father, Friend, and Lord ! 
Each glad soul its free course winging. 
Each blithe voice its free song singing. 
Praise the great and mighty Lord ! 



^ong0 of JLjfe^ 



'Ehz Bitoer : an ^IbjjOTg ot Ififf. 



QON of the mountain am I, 
Born 'twixt the Earth and the Sky, 
Where kindly cherished I lay 
In my cradle of soft mossy green, 
Looking with clear brigljt eye 
On the clouds that curtained the day, 
Floating in freakish display 
With cerulean glimpses between. 
Son of the mountain am I, 
Born 'twixt the Earth and the Sky, 
Where the old grey rocks stand out 

L 
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'Mid the tempest's revel and rout, 
Snorting with jagged old snout 

At the keen winds whistling by ; 
Where the eagle spreads his van, 
And the white-winged ptarmigan — 
Fed by rich dews from the sky 
There an infant of might I did lie. 



II. 

Young was I, and lusty-hearted, 
When first from the mountain I started, 
Down from the Ben's grey shoulders 
Over the old granite boulders, 
Scornful of rest and of ease, 
Eagerly running and leaping, 
Scooping the rocks with my sweeping, 

Tearing the roots of the trees ; 
Swelling with torrent big-breasted, 
Dashing with stream foamy-crested 
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Mighty and masterful then : 

Heaving and hurling, 

Whirling and swirling 
O'er the harsh roots of the Ben ; 

Foaming and bubbling, 

Winding and doubling 
Through the long stretch of the glen, 

So lusty was I, 

Son of Earth and of Sky, 
So proud of my potency then ! 



III. 

Now I am grown to a River, 

With measured and equable strain 

Rolling my waters, and never 
To toss and to tumble again ; 

I am grown to a smooth-flooded River, 

The mighty and merciful Qiver 
Of wealth to the sons of the plain. 
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Through meadows and terraces pleasant 

In triumph of culture I ride, 
With the home of the peer and the peasant 

To bless the rich rgll of my tide ; 
The firm-poised bridge I flow under, 

The fair-builded city I know, 
And spires, domes, and turrets, a wonder, 

Nod their pride in my glass as I go ; 
And high-tunnelled vessels are steaming 

And churning the foam of my tide, 
And trafficking thousands are streaming 

With quick-eyed despatch at my, side. 
And millions are praising the River 

As he regally rolls to the main. 
The mighty and merciful Giver 

Of wealth to the sons of the plain. 



§&mixivd Motlh. 

"D EAUTIFUL world ! 

Though bigots condemn thee, 
My tongue finds no words 

Tor the graces that gem thee ! 
Beaming with sunny light, 

Bountiful ever, 
Streaming with gay delight, 
Full as a river ! 

Bright world ! brave world ! 
Let cavillers blame thee ! 
I bless thee, and bend 
To the God who did frame thee ! 
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Beautiful world ! 

Bursting around me, 
Manifold, million-hued 

Wonders confound me ! 
From earth, sea, and starry sky, 

Meadow and mountain, 
Eagerly gushes 
Life's magical fountain. 

Bright world ! brave world ! 

Though witlings may blame thee, 
Wonderful excellence 
Only could frame thee ! 



The bird in the greenwood 
His sweet hymn is trolling, 

The fish in blue ocean 
Is spouting and rolling ! 

Light things on airy wing 
Wild dances weaving. 
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Clods with new life in spring 
Swelling and heaving ! 

Thou quick-teeming world, 

Though scoffers may blame thee, 
I wonder, and worship 

The God who could frame thee ! 



Beautiful world ! 

What poesy measures 
Thy strong-flooding passions, 

Thy light-trooping pleasures ? 
Mustering, marshalling, 

Striving and straining, • 
Conquering, triumphing, 
Ruling and reigning ! 

Thou bright-armied world ! 

So' strong, who can tame thee ? 
Wonderful power of God 
Only could frame thee ! 



BEAUTIFUL WORLD. 

Beautiful world ! 

While godlike I deem thee, 
No cold wit shall move me 

With bile to blaspheme thee ! 
I have lived in thy light, 

And, when Fate ends my story, 
May I leave on death's cloud 
The bright trail of life's glory ! 
Wondrous old world ! 

No ages shall shame thee ! 
Ever bright with new light 
From the God who did frame thee ! 



T N the beauty of life's budding, 

When young pulses beat with hope, 
And a purple light is flooding 

Round thought's blossoms as they ope ; 
When the poet's song is dearest, 

And, where sacred anthems swell. 
Every word of power thou hearest 

Holds thy spirit like a spell ; 

O these are moments, fateful moments. 
Big with issue — use them well ! 

When a sudden gust hath tumbled 
Hope's bright a.rchitecture down ; 

When some prouder fair hath humbled 
Thy proud passion with a frown ; 
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When thy dearest friends deceive thee, 

And cold looks thy love repel, 
And the bitter humours grieve thee, 
That make God's fair earth a hell ; 

O these are moments, trying moments. 
Meant to try thee — use them well ! 

When a flash of truth hath found thee. 

Where thy foot in darkness trod. 
When thick clouds dispart around thee, 

And thou standest nigh to God. 
When a noble soul comes near thee. 

In whom kindred virtues dwell. 
That from faithless doubts can clear thee, 

And with strengthening love compel ; 

O these are moments, rare fair moments ; 
Sing and shout, and use them well ! 

When a haughty threat hath cowed thee, 
And with weak, unmanly shame, 
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Ignoble thou hast bowed thee 

To the terror of a name ; 
And then God holds the mirror 

Where thy better self doth dwell, 
And thou dost start with terror, 
And thy tears gush like a well ; 

O these are moments, blessbd moments ; 
Weep and pray, and use them well ! 

In the pride of thy succeeding; 

When, beneath thy high command, 
Every soul must own the leading 

Of thy strong-controlling hand ; 
When wide cheers of acclamation 

Round thy march of triumph swell, 
And the plaudits of a nation 

Every thought of fear expel ; 

O these are moments, slippery moments ; 
Watch and pray, and use them well ! 
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When the term of life hath found thee, 

And thou smilest upon Fate, 
And the golden sheaves around thee 

For the angels' sickle wait ; 
When the pure love thou achievest 

Doth the mortal pang expel. 
And a shining track thou leavest 

To dear friends that love thee well ; 

O these are moments, happy moments ; 
Bless God, with whom all issues dwell ! 



§0to not in ^orcoto. 

Air — Freut mch des Lebens. 

O OW not in sorrow, 

Fling your seed abroad, and know 
God sends to-morrow 
The rain to make it grow ! 

A fool is he his woe who feeds, 
And seeks the thorn by which he bleeds, 
While harmless culled from bloomy meads 
The rose comes to the wise ! 

The past no prayer can bring again. 
The future cheats the scheming brain. 
The present with its golden gain 
Is garnered by the wise. 
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Let each to'-morrow 

Do to-morrow's work with power ; 
But he soweth sorrow 

Who lives beyond the hour. 



While mad Ambition stints his sleep, 
To scale the skies and plumb the deep, 
I trim my little plot, and reap 
My roses with the wise. 
Dreams you may borrow, 

From the vasty space around ; 
My work is thorough. 
In my narrow bound. 



The Phrygian Midas prayed of old, 
That all he touched might turn to gold, 
But thus his dinner, we are told. 
Was lost to him unwise ! 
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He found a sorrow 

Where he hoped a golden joy ; 
From Midas borrow, 

And be a wiser boy ! 



When storms with wintry muster come, 
And Jove beats loud his thunder drum, 
I sit beside the fire and hum 

The song that cheers the wise. 
Fear bringeth sorrow ; 

'Mid the world's confounding din, 
Peace you may borrow 

From faith that 's strong within ! 



When friends are false and patrons frown, 
And railway shares go swiftly down, 
Weep not 1 the cross becomes a crown, 
By magic of the wise ! 
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Nurse not your sorrow ; 

Though the cloud be dark to-day, 
God sends to-morrow 

The bright and che'ering ray ! 



When hireling scribes retail their lies, 
And keen the shaft of slander flies, 
I see a cherub in the skies 

That smiles upon the wise. 
Spur not your sorrow ; 

Though the tempest rave to-day, 
God sends to-morrow 
The peaceful beaming May. 



When juggling statesmen trim their sails 
To catch a whiff from shifting gales, 
1 wait the hour when truth prevails, 
And triumph with the wise. 
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Dream not to borrow 

Peace from faction's battling waves ; 
He reapeth sorrow, 

Who trusts in fools and knaves ! 



When things once strong go to the wall, 
And creeds decay, and churches fall, 
What then 1 God reigns above them all, 
The Saviour of the wise ! 
Why should we sorrow, 

When a sphere reels into night ? 
God can to-morrow 

Make new worlds more bright. 



Thus when the world a-warring goes, 
No fretful thorn my finger shows, 
While on my breast I wear the rose, 
The star that decks the wise ; 

M 



178 SOW NOT IN SORROW. 

Sow not in sorrow ; 

Fling your seed abroad, and know 
God sends to-morrow, 

The rain to make it grow ! 



"D REKEKEKEX ! coax ! coax ! O happy happy 
frogs ! 
How sweet ye sing ! Would God that I 
Upon the bubbling pool might lie, 

And sun myself to-day 
With you ! No curtained bride, I ween, 
Nor pillowed babe, nor cushioned queen, 
Nor tiny fay on emerald green. 
Nor silken lady gay, 

1 Some dozen or more years ago, while living at Liebensteiri, a 
German hydropathic establishment in Sachse-Meiningen, 1 took a 
stroll across the country on a hot summer's day ; when coming near 
some low marshy ground I became aware of a concert of soft 
musical notes, floating up gently from the pools of water among 
the reeds. Never having heard anything of the kind before, I went 
close up to the brink of the water, and soon found that this most 
sweet discourse came from a colony of green frogs. Their music 
made such an impression on me, that on the way back to my water- 
quarters I wrote some lines as a memorandum of the event, and 
as a sample of the philosophy of enjoyment, in which frogs belike 
are sometimes wiser than men. 
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Lies on a softer couch. O Heaven ! 
How many a lofty mortal, riven 

By keen-fanged inflammation, 
Might change his lot with yours, to float 
On sunny pond with bright green coat. 
And sing with gently throbbing throat 

Amid the croaking nation, 
Brekekekex ! coax ! coax ! O happy happy frogs ! 

Brekekekex ! coax ! coax ! O happy happy frogs ! 
Happy the bard who weaves his rhyme 
Recumbent on the purple thyme, 

In the fragrant month of June ; 
Happy the sage, whose lofty mood 
Doth with far-searching ken intrude 
Into the vast infinitude 

Of things beyond the moon ; 
But happier not the wisest man 
Whose daring thought leads on the van 

Of star-eyed speculation. 
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Than thou, quick-legged, hght-bellied thing, 
Within the green pond's reedy ring, 
That with a murmurous joy dost sing 
Among the croaking nation, 
Brekekekex ! coax ! coax ! O happy happy frogs ! 

Brekekekex ! coax ! coax ! O happy happy frogs ! 
Great Jove with dark clouds sweeps the sky. 
Where thunders roll and lightnings fly. 

And gusty winds are roaring ; 
, Fierce Mars his stormy steed bestrides, 
And, lashing wild its bleeding sides. 
O'er dead and dying madly rides. 

Where the iron hail is pouring. 
'Tis well ; such crash of mighty Powers 
Must be : the spell may not be ours 

To tame the hot creation. 
But little frogs with paddling foot 
Can sing when gods and kings dispute, 
And little bards can strum the lute 
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Amid the croaking nation, 
With Brekekekex ! coax! coax! O happy happy frogs ! 

Brekekekex ! coax ! coax ! O happy happy frogs ! 
Farewell ! not always I may sing 
Around the green pond's reedy ring 

With you, ye boggy Muses ! 
But I must go and do stern battle 
With herds of stiff-necked human cattle, 
Whose eager lust of windy prattle 

The gentle rein refuses. 

if ! — but all such ifs are vain ; 

1 11 go and blow my trump again, 

With brazen iteration : 
And when, by Logic's iron rule, 
I 've quashed each briskly babbling fool, 
I '11 seek again your gentle school, 
And hum beside the tuneful pool 
Amid the croaking nation, 
Brekekekex ! coax ! coax ! O happy happy frogs ! 



'Eht IffttTtg Jttan's! ^ragir. 

J'rom the German o/Baron Bunsen : written when lie was a 
Student at GSttingen, in the year 1812, V)th October. 

nPHOU, who of what Thou art, 
And what Thou dost in boundless space and time, 

Didst plant the thought sublime 
Deep in the holiest holy of my heart, 

That I might well employ 

My strength upon Thy praise, 
Catching some far ken of Thy glorious ways 
Through the long march of the uncounted days, 
Drunk with the fulness of exceeding joy ; 

O draw Thou me 
Up to Thy world of bright unhindered sway, 
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Me the Earth-bom, and shake ray vision free 
From mortal films that blind the face of day ! 
O hallow Thou my heart, 
That I may see some part 
Of Thy great glory, as a mortal may ! 

That me such blessed glimpse may consecrate 
Through all the stumblings of this mortal state, 

And float me high 
Above the bustle of the driving hour. 
Above the passion swelling with mad power. 

That, with unwinking eye, 
I may behold the surging centuries roll, 

Serene with stable soul, 
Rooted in Thee, from whom my being came. 
Thee, through all time unmoved, and through all 
change the same ! 

And, when my thought is laden with rich store, 
And my heart streaming o'er 
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With what Thou art, and what Thou dost, O then 
Give Thou my tongue the Hberal large employ, 
That what I saw, I may make known to men, 
Drunk with the fulness of exceeding joy ! 



^ gxrng of Wxxei Moxhe. 

ORARE, LABORARE, CANTARE. 

'X'HREE blissful words I name to thee, 

Three words of potent charm, 
From eating care thy heart to free, 

Thy life to shield from harm. 
Whoso these blissful words may know 
A bold blithe-fronted face shall show. 
And shod with peace shall safely go 

Through war and wild alarm. 

First 'ere thy forward foot thou move 
And wield thine arm of might. 

Lift up thy heart to Him above 
That all thy ways be. right. 
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To the prime Source of life and power 
Let thy soul rise, even as a flower 
That skyward climbs in sunny hour 
And seeks the genial light. 



Then gird thy loins to manly toil, 

And in the toil have joy : 
Greet hardship with a forward smile, 

And love the stern employ. 
Thy glory this the harsh to tame, 
And by wise stroke and technic flame 
In godlike labour's fruitful name 

Old Chaos to destroy. 



Then 'raid thy workshop's dusty din. 
Where Titan steam hath sway. 

Croon to thyself a song within, 
Or pour the lusty lay ; 
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Even as a bird that cheerly sings 
In narrow cage, nor frets his wings, 
But with full-breasted joyance flings 
His soul into the day. 



For lofty- things let others strive 

With roll of vauntful drum ; 
Keep thou thy heart, a honeyed hive, 

Like bee with busy hum. 

Chase not the bliss with wishful eyes 

That ever lures and ever flies, 

But in the present joy be wise, 

And let the future come ! 



®attl)£amtt0 Igitur ! 

German Air. 

QA UDEAM US igitur ! 
Gaudeamus while you may ! 
While the fleet hour lightly passes, 
Honest men and bonnie lasses, 
Breathe unchartered breath to-day ! 



Gaudeamus igitur I 
He is wise who knows to prize 
Honest men and bonnie lasses, 
Kindly cheer and brimming glasses, 
Blooming cheeks and beaming eyes. 
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Gaudeamus I wouldst thou lightly 
Find the charm that saves the wise, 
Soar not high to realms supernal, 
Dive not down to dens infernal, 
Look around with loving eyes ! 



Gaudeamus 1 stray not far ! 
Pleasure walks in trodden ways ; 
At thy feet the fair flower gather. 
Brightest where it grows the heather 
Purples all the Highland braes ! 



Gaudeamus t do not puzzle. 
Whence or whither ? who can know ? 
Here we are with hearing, seeing. 
To make harvest of our being, 
While the summers come and go ! 
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Gaudeamm I who will show us, 
Quoth the Psalmist, any good ? 
I jve, and make no curious comment, 
Firmly grasp the fruitful moment ; 
What thy grasp may hold is good. 



Gaudeamus I use the present, 
In the present there is power ; 
Honest men and bonnie lasses. 
Blooming cheeks and brimming glasses, 
That 's my gospel for the hour ! 



^ §onQ of §t. §xraate0. 

Old English Air — To Anacreon in Heaven. 

I. 

'"PO Socrates, seated in bliss with St. Paul, 
A dub of good fellows sent up a petition, 
That they by his name might their brotherhood call, 
When this answer came down from the jolly old 
Grecian — 

Men north of the Tweed, 

I wish you God-speed, 
You may borrow my name, if you hold by my creed ; 

And this creed hath been mine, 

In bright union to join 
Religion and beauty, wit, wisdom, and wine ! 
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II. 
I have heard in -the skies that you brave Scottish men 
For freedom of faith nobly spread out your banners ; 
This thing I approve ; but I shake my head when 
They say you are sour and severe in your manners ! 

Though the thorn with the rose 

You must take as it grows, 
No thorn without roses brings joy to the nose, 
And they only are wise who can cunningly join 
Religion and beauty, wit, wisdom, and wine ! 



III. 

'Twas yesterday only, myself and St. Paul, 
When vespers were over, sat sipping our nectar, 
There came up from earth to the heavenly hall 
A lean-visaged fellow, as pale as a spectre ; 
A cross on his breast. 
And a rope round his vest. 
And a skull in his hand very plainly confessed 

N 
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That he knew not in mystical wedlock to join 
With piety pleasure, and wisdom with wine ! 



IV. 

Such fellows I hate : so I said, in this place 

All cherubs are rosy, no seraph is yellow ; 

We don't measure worth by the length of the face, 

So sit down with Plul and with me, and be mellow ! 

With hollow surprise 

He broadened his eyes. 
And held up his hand for a sign to the skies. 
Showing plainly he knew not the cunning to join 
Religion with reason, and wisdom with wine. 



To this self-tormentor what after befell. 

Who looked Uke a lemon, when nectar was flowing, 

If he went back to earth, or was trapped into hell. 
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I really don't know, and 'tis not worth the knowing. 

Myself and St. Paul, 

When on earth's cloudy ball, 
Were never found lagging when duty did call ; 
We stood for our faith, where our life was the fine, 
But we never looked sour on a glass of good wine ! 



VI. 

And now my discourse you have heard to the end, 
My name you may use, and you know the condition. 
If wisely you temper and skilfully blend 
The hard-headed Scot with the quick-witted Grecian ; 

Myself and St. Paul, 

From the bright azure hall. 
Will bring your petitions and wait on your call. 
And teach you to mingle in harmony fine 
A song with a sermon, and wisdom with wine. 



^ (SffttS tft (Slimmer. 

'Always in your darkest hours strive to remember your brightest.' 

J. P. RlCHTER. 

C ING me a song of Summer, 
For my heart is wintry sad, 
Tliat glorious bright new-comer, 

Who makes all Nature glad ! 
Sing me a spng of Summer, 

That the dark from the bright may borrow, 
And the part in the radiant whole of things 

May drown its little sorrow ! 

Sing me a song of Summer, 

When God walks forth in light, 
And spreads his glowing mantle 

O'er the blank and the grey of the night ; 
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And where he comes, his quickening touch 

Revives the insensate dead, 
And the numbed and frozen pulse of things 

Beats music to his tread. 

Sing me a song of Summer, 

With his banners of golden bloom, 
That glorious bright new-comer, 

Who bears bleak winter's doom, 
With banners of gold and of silver, 

And wings of rosy display, 
And verdurous power in his path, 

When 'he comes in the pride of the May ; 

When he comes with his genial sweep 
O'er the barren and bare of the scene, 

And makes the stiff earth to wave 
With an ocean of undulant green ; 

With flourish of leafy expansion, 
And boast of luxuriant bloom, 
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And the revel of life as it triumphs 
O'er the dust and decay of the tomb. 

Sing me a song of Summer ; 

O God ! what a glorious thing 
Is the march of this mighty new-comer 

With splendour of life on his wing ! 
When he quickens the pulse. of creation, 

And maketh all feebleness strong, 
Till it spread into blossoms of beauty, 

And burst into paeans of song ! 

Sing me a song of Summer ! 

Though my heart be wintry and sad, 
The thought of this blessed new-comer 

Shall foster the germ of the glad. 
'Neath the veil of my grief let me cherish 

The joy that shall rush into day. 
When the bane of the winter shall perish 

In the pride and the power of the May. 



JfautofU txr §ttmm£r. 

T HEARD the whistling North wind say- 
When it came down with power, 
Athwart the russet ferny brae, 

And by the old grey tower : 
I heard the whistling North wind say, 

Bright Summer suns no more 
Shall shine on Oban's dimpled bay, 

And green Dunolly's shore. 

I saw a fox-glove in the dell 

Beneath the crag so grey. 
One lonely, lean, belated bell, 

And thus it seemed to say : 
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The glory of the June is past, 

My purple kin are gone, 
And I am left a poor outcast 

To die in the cold alone ! 

I saw the long black ragged cloud 

O'ercap the frowning Bens, 
And trails of thick blue mist enshroud 

The green far-gleaming glens ; 
And' thus the black cloud seemed to say, 

Now Summer suns are dim, 
The stout old Winter holds his sway, 

And 1 will reign with him. 

And is it so ? — brightest of things, 
God's beauty-vested Summer, 

Shall it depart on hasty wings 
That was so late a comer 

And I who lived with fragrant breeze, 
Blue skies, and purple braes. 
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On hueless flowers and leafless trees 
Must feed my widowed gaze ? 

It may not be : up ! let us go !, 

I will not stay and look 
Where gorgeous Nature's pictured show 

Is now a blotted book. 
Let Nature die ! She '11 live again 

When six dull months expire ; 
Meanwhile against both wind and rain 

Heap we the blazing fire, 

Snug in the chambered town ! and call 

My troop of friends together, 
And for six months let no word fall 

Of Nature, wind, or weather; 
And ply the work of thought or art 

That helps both self and neighbour. 
And sing with glad and guileless heart 

The song that seasons labour. 
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And bring the grey tomes from the shelves 

And learn strong will from Cato, 
And take high value of ourselves 

From loftyrthoughted Plato : 
And, while with friendly cheer we pass 

The rare, rich-blooded bottle, 
Give learnfed flavour to the glass 

By saws from Aristotle ! 

And then we '11 talk of Chiirch and State, 

And wish the hangman's rope 
To wed their necks to righteous Fate 

Who love the Roman Pope ! 
And blame the loons who gave the sway 

To the mere polled majority, 
With clamorous yells to overbray 

The voice of grave authority. 

And then, — why then, we '11 go to bed. 
And wake, above all sorrow 
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Of factious brawls to lift our head, 

By faithful work to-morrow, — 
Work through long weeks of blustering storm, 

And Winter's gloomy reign. 
Till the great pulse of things grow warm, 

And Nature lives again. 

And suns shall shine, and birds shall sing. 

And odorous breezes blow. 
And ferns uncurl their folded wing 

Where star-eyed flowerets grow ; 
And surly blasts shall cease to bray. 

And stormy seas to roar 
On Oban's warm sun-fronting bay. 

And green Dunolly's shore. 



^ iSong Oft the Cottntrg. 

Written near Witky, in Surrey. 

A WAY from the roar and the rattle, 
The dust and the din of the town, 
Where to live is to brawl and to battle, 

Till the strong treads the weak man down ! 
Away to the bonnie green hills 

Where the sunshine sleeps on the brae, 
And the heart of the greenwood thrills 
To the hymn of the bird on the spray. 

Away from the smoke and the smother. 
The veil of the dun and the brown, 

The push and the plash and the pother, 
The wear and the waste of the town ! 
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Away where the sky shines clear, 
And the light breeze wanders at will, 

And the dark pine-wood nods near 
To the light-plumed birch on the hill. 

Away from the whirling and wheeling, 

And steaming above and below, 
Where the heart has no leisure for feeling, 

And the thought has no quiet to grow. 
Away where the clear brook purls, 

And the hyacinth droops in the shade, 
And the wing of the fern uncoils 

Its grace in the depth of the glade. 

Away to the cottage so sweetly 

Embowered 'neath the fringe of the wood, 
Where the wife of my bosom shall meet me 

With thoughts ever kindly and good. 
More dear than the wealth of the world, 

Fond mother with bairnies three, 
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And the plump-armed babe that has curled 
Its lips sweetly pouting for me. 

Then away from the war and the rattle 

The dust and the din of the town, 
Where to live is to brawl and to battle 

Till the strong treads the weak man down. 
Away where the green twigs nod 

In the fragrant breath of the May, 
And the sweet growth spreads on the sod. 

And the blithe birds sing on the spray. 



Jl (Sxrng xrf Jfattelanb bg a Iratodkr. 

Air — ^^ / are ye sleeping, Maggie? 

T 'VE wandered east, I've wandered west, 

In gipsy- wise a random roa'mer ; 
Of men and minds I 've known the best, 
Like that far-travelled king in Homer. 
But O ! for the land that bore me, 
O ! for the stout old land 
Of breezy Ben and winding glen. 
And roaring flood, and sounding strand ! 

I 've seen the domes of Moscow far, 
In green and golden glory gleaming ; 

And stood where sleeps the mighty Czar, 
By Neva's flood so grandly streaming. 
But O ! etc. 
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I 've stood on many a storied spot, 

Where blood of heroes flowed like rivers, 

Where Deutschland rose at Gravelotte, 

And dashed the strength of Gaul to shivers. 
But O ! etc. 

I 've stood where stands in pillared pride. 
The shrine of Jove's spear-shaking daughter, 

And humbled Persia stained the tide 

Of free Greek seas with heaps of slaughter. 
But O ! etc. 

I 've stood upon the rocky crest. 

Where Jove's proud eagle spreads his pinion, 
Where looked the God far east, far west, 

And all he saw was Rome's dominion. 
But O ! etc. 

I 've fed my eyes by land and sea, 
With sights of grandeur streaming o'er me, 
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But Still my heart remains with thee, 

Dear Scottish land, that stoutly bore me. 
O ! for the land that bore me, 
O ! for the stout old land, 
With mighty Ben, and winding glen, 
Stout Scottish land, my own dear land ! 



^ §0ttg of Jfrffmajsxrttts. 



/~^ OD save me ! at last the grim waste I have passed 

Of a prickly scholastic theology, 
And now in a region I float, where religion 

To common sense owes no apology. 
But pray don't expect I shall found a new sect, 

No pulpit on earth I 've an eye to ! 
My new patent plan 's to be merely a man, 
And as I was born live and die too ! 
Orthodox, heterodox, 
Luther, and Laud, and Knox, 
Squabbles of High Church and Low Church ! 
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'Tis my present plan 
To be merely a man, 
And laugh both at High Church and Low 
Church ! 

II. 

I looked and I wondered, I battled and blundered 

With much metaphysical struggle. 
With saintly desiring, and pious aspiring, 

Till reason itself seemed a juggle. 
And now the poor swimmer, with every vain glimmer 

Of hope sank more deep than before, Sir ! 
Till I fell on this notion of healthy devotion, 
That a man is a man, and no more, Sir ! 
Orthodox, heterodox, 
Luther, and Laud, and Knox, 
Squabbles of High Church and Low Church ! 
If no wisdom you see 
In my raasonr}' free, 
Then go to the High or the Low Church ! 
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III. 

'Tis new, and 'tis old, to no Churchman 'tis sold, 

This gospel all true hearts believe it. 
And blessed are they, 'mid the sons of the clay. 

Who with hearty good welcome receive it. 
O ! seek not a spell from the dark depths of hell, 

Nor let not the bright starry host win you ! 
The gospel of God is at no bishop's nod, 

' The Kingdom of Heaven is within you ' ! 
Orthodox, heterodox, 
Luther, and Laud, and Knox, 
Vain wisdom of High and of Low Church ; 
Though the cock on the steeple 
Is gilt for the people, 
And bells ring for High and for Low Church ! 



IV. 
A poor Arab maid may with faith undismayed. 



Her heart in the desert sustain. Sir ! 
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And a Christian may tread on a poor brother's head, 

And all for most heathenish gain, Sir ! 
In Christian and Turk the deep Devil may lurk, 

In Kaiser and Tartary Khan, Sir ! 
But I know a spell that will blast him to hell, 
'Tis to swear by the God that 's in man, Sir ! 
Orthodox, heterodox, 
Luther, and Laud, and Knox, 
Harsh dogmas of High Church and I^ow 
Church. 
For what 's in a name ? 
'Tis smoke round the flame 
To bemuddle both High Church and Low 
Church. 



V. 

Of eternal decrees and election I can 
Know as much and as little as you. Sir ! 

But that I 'm a man who can purpose and plan, 
'Tis true, by the Powers, 'tis true. Sir ! 
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And 'tis my intention, I modestly mention, 

To cleave to my kin and my clan. Sir ! 
jAnd do some small good to the brave brotherhood 
That graces the title of man, Sir ! 
Orthodox, heterodox, 
Luther, and Laud, and Knox, 
Mere quibbles of High Church and Low 
Church ! 
Your wits run aground, 
Or in misty profound, 
You are swamped by the High and the Low 
Church ! 



VI. 

My fancy bright weaves it, my firm faith believes it, 
The time is not far, but is near, now ! 

When strong hearts with glee shall shake their wings 
free 
From crotchets and ,whims that are dear now ! 
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When every true man shall bless brother man 

By Bible-law and by Koran, Sir ! 
And each true heart brim with free worship to Him 
Whose image shines brightest in man, Sir ! 
Orthodox, heterodox, 
Luther, and Laud, and Knox, 
Vain squabbles of High Church and Low 
Church ! 
In God and in Man 
I believe ; but I can 
Subscribe to sheer nonsense in no Church ! 



■ / will ffverturn, oveHurn, overturn it ! ' — EZEKIEL. 

■ Break up your fallcnu ground, and sow not among thorns. ' 

Jeremiah. 

T DID dream a bodeful dreaming ; 
Thunders rolled, red fires were gleaming, 

Earth did quake. 
And I saw God's angel winging 
Earthward, earnest message bringing ; 
Fearful in my ears 'tis ringing : 

Thus he spake : 

' Rouse thee. Wrath, and be a giant I 
People's Will, that hath been pliant 
Long, too long, 
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Up ! and snap the rusty chaining, 
Brittle bond for thy restraining ; 
Know the hour; the weak are reigning ; 
Thou art strong. 

' Rise, and right the wrongs of ages. 
Balance Time's unequal pages 

With the sword ! 
Velvet-cushioned fools have slumbered. 
Wanton weeds my garden cumbered ; 
Now their barren days are numbered, 

Saith the Lord. 

' Hear, ye loveless, narrow-hearted, 
Few for whom the many smarted, 

Hear my word ! 
I have heard the people's moaning, 
I have known the poor man's groaning, 
I have vowed a red atoning, 

Saith the Lord ! 
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' Who have lived in pillowed pleasure, 
Ye shall now, in righteous measure, 
Eat the dust ; 
Who beheld the bondman sallow 
Pine, that ye in lust might wallow, 
Ye shall fat young Freedom's fallow ! 
So 'tis just. 
« 

' People's heroes, mountain-breasted, 
Looking lightnings, tempest-crested, 
Seize the sword 
Bellow with a vengeful thunder, 
. Turn each topmost over under, 
Let Pride's purple minions wonder, 
Saith the Lord ! 

' For their hopes a strong delusion. 
For their plans a dark confusion, 

I have stored ; 
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Pride with folly shall be mated, 
Wisdom still shall come belated, 
Mercy shall not find the fated, 

Saith the Lord ! 

' Iron men and unrelenting, 
Who shall do, without repenting, 

Deeds abhorred, 
For my vengeance I have chosen ; 
Them no wheedling words shall cozen ; 
They are hard, their tears are frozen, 

Saith the Lord ! 

' Sudden fear shall seize the palace ; 
Every wile of witless malice 

Shall be tried. 
Things despised, the weak, the nameless, 
I will fire with fury tameless ; 
They shall smite, themselves not blameless, 

Blameful pride. 
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' Kings shall meet and band together, 
Despot spread for despot brother 

Solemn board. 
What they vow they shall pursue it, 
I will spur and goad them to it ; 
They shall do ; I will undo it, 

Saith the Lord ! 

' March, mine elect iron warriors ! 
Strike ! and old Pride's jealous barriers 

Stand no more. 
Ye shall judge the kings with rigour. 
Ope the lists to strength and vigour ; 
Earth her increase to the digger 

Shall restore. 

' Tear the patch-work, rend the rotten, 
Let the useless be forgotten, 

Earth the dead ! 
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Time 'tis none for square and bevel, 
Those I send shall raze and level ; 
Terror through the courtly revel 

They shall spread ! 

' Wit' I sent — the fools did scoff it ; 
Love they knew not ; now my prophet 

Is the Sword. 
With stern hate I have begun it ; 
When strong Love hath bravely won it, 
They shall know that I have done it, 

Saith the Lord !' 

Spake the God-sent, thunder-knelling, 
Feeble hearts of men compelling, 

And upsoared. 
I with salvfed sight awaking, 
In swift ruin's overtaking, 
In the firm Earth's fearful quaking. 

Knew the Lord. 



Air — Vom hofin Olymp. 



A ND is she gone ; lost, lost to us for ever, 
Gone back to mystery and to God, 
And shall we look upon her beauty never. 
Laid 'neath the cold unfeeling sod % 

Pour the sharp sorrow, 'tis human to mourn, 
Never, O never, the Dead may return ! 



II. 

O she was fair, to nice completeness rounded, 
Soft as a flower, bright as a star. 
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Of every diverse human good compounded, 
To make choice music without jar ! 
Pour, etc. 

* 
III. 

Now she is gone ; Earth quits her grace for ever, 
And native Heaven reclaims his child, 

Bright mirror of the glory of the Giver, 
In stainless radiance undefiled. 
Pour, etc. 

IV. 

O my lean eyes ! she 's hid; she 's hid for ever, 

Dark, dark with mystery and with God ; 
And all my weeping can recall her never. 
Back from the cold unfeeling sod ! 

Pour the sharp sorrow, 'tis human to mourn. 
Never on Earth the lost Dead may return ! 



^ibia to 3 tnbouxiU §tttli£ni on leabing 

T^EAR youth, grey books no blossoms bear ; 

Thou hast enough of learning ; 
For life's green fields thy march prepare, 

And take my friendly warning. 
I would not have thee longer stay, 

To read of others' striving ; 
Wield thine own arm ! — the only way 

To know life is by living. 

The brain 's a small part of a man ; 

Though thought has wide dominions, 
Thou canst not lift the smallest stone 

By Speculation's pinions. 
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Who learns an art by lifeless rule, 
Through mists will still be blinking ; 

The subtlest thinker is a fool, 
Who spins mere webs of thinking. 



The times are feverish ; mark me well ! 

Have faith and patience by thee ; 
Unless thou curl into thy shell, 

Thou 'It find enough to try thee. 
But that 's a weak device. I know 

Thou 'It face it free and fearless ; 
But O ! beware the greater foe, 

A spirit proud and prayerless ! 



I love a bold and venturous boy. 
Who, full of fresh emotion, 

Launches with large and liberal joy 
On life's wide-rolling ocean, 
p 
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But there are rocks ; and blind to steer 
Were thoughtless folly's merit : 

Curb thou thy force with holy fear, 
And keep a watchful spirit. 



Where eager crowds contend for pelf, 

The seller and the buyer, 
Each one free range seeks for himself, 

And cares for nothing higher. 
Make honey in an ordered hive, 

Nor join the lawless scramble 
Of men, with whom in life to thrive 

Is with good luck to gamble. 



We live in days when all would climb 
With hot, high-strung enlployment ; 

Some rage in prose, some writhe in rhyme. 
All hate a calm enjoyment. 
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Freedom 's the watchword of the hour ; 

But O ! 'tis melancholy 
When every bubblmg brain has power 

To" drown calm thought with folly ! 



The age is full of talkers. Thou 

Be silent for a season, 
Till slowly-ripening facts shall grow 

Into a stable reason. 
Pert witlings fling crude fancies round, 

As wanton whim conceits them. 
Pleased when from fools the echoed sound 

Of their own folly greets them. 



Nurse thou, where eager babble spreads, 

A quiet brooding- nature, 
Nor strive, by lopping taller heads. 

To raise thy lesser stature. 
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Eschew the cavilling critic's art, 

The lust of loud reproving ; 
I" 
The brain by knowledge grows, the heart 

Is larger made by loving. 



All things we cannot know. At sea 

As when a good ship saileth, 
Our steps within the planks are free, 

Beyond all cunning faileth. 
So man as by a living bond 

Of circling powers is bounded ; 
Within the line is ours, beyond 

The sharpest wit 's confounded. 



What thing thou knowest, nicely know 
With curious fine dissection ; 

The smallest mite can something show 
That chains thy rapt inspection. 
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Allwhere with holy caution move, 

In God thy life is moving ; 
All things with reverent patience prove, 

'Tis God's will thou art proving. 



What thing thou doest, bravely do ; 

When Heaven's clear call hath found thee, 
Follow ! — with fervid wheels pursue. 

Though thousands bray around thee ! 
Yet keep thy zeal in rein ; despise 

No gentle preparation ; 
Flash not God's truth on blinking eyes, 

With reckless inspiration ! 



Farewell, my brave, my bright-eyed boy ! 

And from the halls of learning. 
Thy face, my long familiar joy, 

Take, with this friendly warning. 



230 ADVICE TO A FAVOURITE STUDENT. 

And when with weighty truth thou 'rt fraught 
From Life, the earnest preacher, 

Think sometimes with a kindly thought 
On me, thy faithful teacher. 



TO A YOUNG LADY ON HER BIRTHDAY. 

IV/r AIDEN, on thy father's garden 
Thou dost look, and thou dost see 
Growths of green and golden beauty 
Many, but their types are three ; 
One the tree, the strong, tall-bodied. 
Branching forth with arms of power, 
One with foodful root or fruitage, 
One with fragrant-blooming flower. 



Maiden, all things are a symbol ; 
Tree, and flower, and foodful weed 
Quaintly preach a pictured lesson, 
If thine eyes are wise to read. 



232 THE GARDEN. 

Lend thy hearing ; sixty summers 
Not in vain have wisdomed me ; 
I will show thee what the garden 
Quaintly teaches me and thee. 



In the tree behold thy father ; 
Strongly built is he to stand 
In the brunt of life unshaken 
With an eye of cool command. 
In the tempesf s face he tosses 
Forth his arms ; and gentle things 
Gather round his bole, and glory 
In the lordship of his wings. 



In the foodful h^rb, thy mother 
Finds meet symbol, by whose care 
All the household fed and nourished 
Stands so firm, and shows so fair. 
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She is toiling late and early, 
Working where no eye can see, 
Like the root, 'neath earthy covert 
Growing healthful food for thee. 



And thou, laughing Henrietta, 
What remains for thee ? the flower ; 
Growth the fairest and the sweetest 
In the green redundant bower. 
And the flower with fragrant blossom 
That so aptly symbols thee, 
What with pictured text it preaches 
Hear, thou dainty maid, from me. 



Youth is lovely ; cherish beauty ; 
'Tis thy dower ; not in vain 
' God with lavish blooms of beauty 
Spanned the slope, and sowed the plain. 
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Goodness is the soul of beauty ; 
' Cherish goodness ; it will shine 
Through the glooms of life the darkest, 
Like bright rubies in a mine. 



Loveliest flowers have sweetest fragrance ; 
Let sweet fragrance flow from thee, 
Vivid breath of pure emotion, 
Flame from smoky passion free. 
Lowly reverence, gentle pity, 
Every gracious thought benign 
From the loving heart of woman 
That makes human life divine. 



Maiden, thou hast heard the lesson, 
As my tongue had strength to tell. 
Typed for thee, in flowery garden J 
Take it now, and use it well. 
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Winged words are lightly spoken, 
With the breath the sermon dies ; 
But the precept of the moment 
Tasks a lifetime to the wise. 



Ike ffl;t0l)om of 3Litt. 

"VXtOVLD you lead a happy life, 

Free from melancholy, 
Gnawing care and thorny strife, 

And plunges of blind folly — 
I will tell you how to live 

Heartily and truly, 
With sweet honey in your hive, 

Like a bee in July. 

Like the bee, be out and work 
When the sun is shining. 

Never in a corner lurk. 
Whimpering and whining. 
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If you scour the fields, you '11 find 

Thyme, or mint, or clover ; 
Something to a willing mind 

God will still discover. 



When the sky- is grim and grey. 

Though the clouds rain fountains, 
March ; and molehills on your way 

Don't mistake for mountains. 
If a ghost beside you stand, 

Make no fearful comment ; 
But face the shadow boldly, and 

'Tis vanished in a moment ! 



What the folks of you may say 

Never mind a rattle. 
Spin your quiet yarn, while they 

Waste their wind in battle. 
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Lies that float on windy wings 
With windy haste will perish ; 

But the seed of truthful things 
Time's fruitful womb will cherish. 



Hold your head erect, but not 

Haughtily, to all men ; 
When your fair fame they would blot, 

Never answer small men. 
When they spring with hissing harm, 

Madder still and madder, 
Shake them gently from your arm. 

As Paul let drop the adder. 



Storms will have their gusty way, 
Fools will have their ranting ; 

But sense outrides the roughest day, 
And sees the end of canting. 
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Wrap your mantle round your breast, 
And when the storm is loudest, 

Lightly fling your brightest jest 
And let your gait be proudest. 



Wouldst thou Truth's fair semblance see, 

All viewless to the rabble, 
Keep thy soul unbribed and free 

From Whig and Tory squabble ; 
From fretful faction's hoarse debate, 

From foiled ambition's canker, 
From seas of never-ending prate, 

And floods of sacred rancour. 



Let your eye range freely round 
To spell the scroll of Nature ; 

But ever with an awe profound 
Revere the great Creator. 
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Let no phrase thy wit delude, 

Let no dogma fetter ; 
But though to know all things is good, 

To love all things is better. 



Wear your heart not on your sleeve ; 

But on just occasion 
Let men know what you believe 

With breezy ventilation ; 
Prove the good, and make them thine, 

With warm embrace and ample ; 
But never cast your pearls to swine, 

Who turn and rend and trample. 



Make a penny when you can, 

'Tis useful as a tool is, 
But who says, Money makes the man, 

A meagre-witted fool is. 
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Rich is he whose genial breast, 

With liberal salutation, 
Hath welcomed all that 's bright and best 

Throughout the wide creation. 



When you 've got a willing steed. 

Use it meek and mildly ; 
Soon the best will slack his speed 

If you spur him wildly. 
Race not with a ramping might, 

Like puffy Boreas blowing ; 
But like the glorious lord of light. 

Be gentle in thy going. 



Now my Muse must clip her wing- 
Rhyme 's a flueht preacher ; 

But how to do the proper thing 
Life 's the only teacher. 
Q 



242 THE WISDOM OF LIFE. 

Only he may know who tries ; 

And if you now determine 
So to do as I advise, 

You '11 never rue the sermon. 



T. AND A. CONSTABLE, PRINTERS TO HER MAJESTY. 



15a Castle Street, 

Edinbue&h, Oct. 1884. 
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March of Scotland and Liddesdale by an English of&cial, etc. etc. 

The Volume is illustrated by Maps, Etchings, Lithographs, and Woodcuts, 
all of which — with the exception of Blaeu's Maps of Liddesdale and Eskdale, and 
tlie etchings of James IV., James V., and the Earl of Angus, by C. Lawrie— will 
either be from the author's drawings or wholly executed by himself. The litho- 
graphs in colour include facsimiles of four interesting representations of Scottish 
Border Castles and Towns drawn between the years 1563 and 1566, Plates of Anns 
of the Lords of Liddesdale, of the Clans of the District, of Lindsay of Wanchope, 
also of the Seals of John Armstrong and William Elliot, etc. etc. Price 42s. and 84s. 

BAILDOW— Morning Clouds : 

Being divers Poems by H. B. Baildon, B.A. Cantab., Authorot " Rosamund," etc. 
Ex. fcap. 8vo, 5s, 

" Their tremulous beauty, delicate fancies, and wealth of language, recall the 
poetry of Shelley." — Literary World. 

BAHiDOK"— First Fruits. 5s. 

BAHiDON— Rosamund. 5s. 

BELLAMY— Dr. Heidenhoff's Process. 

By Edward Bellamy. In 1 vol. crown 8vo, 6B. 
" Very pathetic and charming novelette."— K^i«e7iaZ! Bemew. 
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BELL AMY — Miss Ludington's Sister: a Bomance of Jm- 

mortality. By Edwakd Bellamt, Author of " Dr. Heidenhoff's Process." 1 vol. 
crown 8vo, 6s. 

BISHOp— The Voyage of tlie Paper Canoe. 

A Geographical Journey of 2500 Miles, from Quehec to the Gulf of Mexico, during 
the year 1874-75. By N. H. Bishop. With Maps and Plates, demy 8vo, 10s. 6d. ■ 
" There are some capital stories in this book, with a racy American flavour ; 
and Mr. Bishop especially shines in his delineation of the liberated and enfran. 
chised negro." — Fall Mall Gazette, 

BLACKIE— Lyrical Poems. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d. 

BLACKIE— The Language and Literature of the Scottish 

Highlands. In 1 vol. crown 8vo, 6s. 

'* The way to a mother's heart is through her children ; the way to a people's 
heart is through its language." — Jean Paul Bichter. 

" Bin Buch, das ich auch deutschen Lesem, und zwar in einem betrachtlich 
weitem Urafange, nicht angelegentlich genug empfehlen kann."^Dr. B. PauH. 

BLACKIE— Four Phases of Morals : 

Socrates, Aristotle, Christianity, and Utilitarianism. Lectures delivered before 
r;"!*f];the Royal Institution, London. Ex. fcap. 8vo, Second Edition, 5s. 

BLACKIE— Songs of Religion and Life.- 

Fcap. Svo, 6s. 

BLACKIE— On Self-Culture : 

Intellectual, Physical, and Moral. A Vade-Meeum for Young Men and Students. 
Fourteenth Edition. Fcap. Svo, 2s. 6d. 

" Every parent should put it into the hands of his son." — Smtsman. ' " "- . 

" Students in all countries would do well to take as their vade-meeiim a little 
book on self-culture by the eminent Professor of Greek in the Univeraity of Edin- 
burgh." — Medical Press and Circular. 

" An invaluable manual to be put into the hands of students and young men." 
—Bra. 

" Written in that lucid and nervous prose of which he is a master, —iipeaator. 

*' An adequate guide to a generous, eager, and sensible life." — Academy. 

" The volume is a little thing, but it is a multum in parvo ... a little locket 
gemmed mthin and without with real stones fitly set." — Cowant. 

BLACKIE— On G-reek Pronunciation. 

Demy Svo, 3s. 6d. 

BLACKIE— On Beauty. 

Crown Svo, cloth, Ss. 6d. 

"A useful and closely written book, fervid without being verbose, soienKflo 
without being dry ; and as amusing as it is valuable."— .<l(/ie>WBMm. 

BLACKIE— Musa Burschicosa. 

A Book of Songs for Students and University Men. Fcap. Svo, 2s. 6d. 

BLACKIE— War Songs of the Germans. 

Fcap. Svo, price 23. Od. cloth ; 2s. paper. 

BLACKIE— Political Tracts. 

Mn ]. GovERNMEST. No. 2. Eddoatios. Price Is. each. 
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BLACKIE— GaeUc Societies. 

Highland Bepopulation and Land Law Reform. Demy 8vo, 6d. 

BLACKIE— Homer and the Iliad. 

In three Ports. 4 vols, demy 8vo, price 428. 

BOWEIT— "Verily, Verily," Tlie Amens of Christ. 

By the Rev. George Bowen of Bombay. Small 4to, cloth, 6s. 

" For private and devotional reading this hook will be found very helpful and 
stimulative."— iitemrj/ World. 

BOWEN— Daily Meditations by Eev. a. Bowen of Bombay. 

With Introductory Notice hy Bev. W. Hanna, D.D., Autlior of " The Last Day of 
our Lord's Passion." New Edition, small 4to, cloth, 6b. 

"Among such hooks we shall scarcely find another which exhibits the same 
freshness and vividness of idea, the same fervour of faith, the same intensity or 
devotion. ... I count it a privilege to introduce in this country a book so fitted 
to attiaot and to benefit. " — Extract from Preface. 

" These meditations are the production of a missionary whose mental histoiy is 
very remarkable. . . . His conversion to a religious life is undoubtedly one of the 
most remarkable on record. They are all distinguished by a tone of true piety, 
and are wholly free from a sectarian or controversial bias."— Morning Post. 

BEOWN— Horse Subseoivse. First Series. 

By John Beown, M.D. In 1 vol. crown 8vo. Fourth Edition, with a Portrait by 
Jas. Faed, 7s. 6d. Containing— 

Edward Forbes. 

Dr. Adams, of Banchory. 

Henry Vaughan. 

Excursus Ethicus. 



Professor Byrne. 
Dr. John Scott. 
Sir Robert Christison. 
Lectures on Health. 



Locke and Sydenham. 

Dr. Andrew Combe. 

Dr. Henry Marshall and Military 

Hygiene. 
Art and Science: A Contrasted 

Parallel. 
Our Gideon Grays. 
Dr. Andrew Brown and Sydenham. 
Free Competition in Medicine. 

" The whole volume is full of wit and wisdom. . . . It will be a medical classic 
like the ' Eeligio Medici.' "— Edinburgh Medical Journal. 

BROWH"- Hors Subseoivffi. Second Series. 

By John Bbown, M.D. In 1 vol. crown 8vo. Eleventh Edition, 7s. 6d. Con- 
taining— 

Our Dogs. 

Notes on Art. 
' Oh, I'm Wat, Wat ! ' 



Letter to John Cairns, D.D. 
Dr. Chalmers. 
Dr. George Wilson. 
Her Last Half-Crown. 
Queen Mary's Child-Garden. 



Education-Through the Senses. 



ArXINOIA- Nearness of the NOTS - Presence of Mlnd-'ETSTOXIA . 

Happy Guessing. 

-The Black Dwarfs Bones. I I'SHrnkS'" 

Eab and his Friends. I Ari;hur H. Hallam. 

'■ He sneaks to us out of the riches of a storied past with all the charm of one 
who knew and loved it well ; and his manner is so sympathetic, and his touch so 
™ntle anl exquiSte, that we always feel he Imows and loves the present with the 
truest and largest of hearts."-X«crar!/ World. 
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BKOWW— Horse Subsecivae. Third Series. 

By John Brown, M.D. In 1 vol. crown 8vo. Fourth Edition, with a Portrait "by 
Geo. Beid, B.S.A., 7s. 6d. Containing— 



Sir E. Landseer's Picture, " There's Life 
in the Old Dog Yet," etc. 

The Enterkin. 

TheDukeof Athole. 

Struan. 

Dick Mihi, or Owr, why ? 

E. V. K. to his Friend in Town. 

Sir Henry Raebuni. 

Something about a Well, "With more of 
our Dogs. 

" Dr. John Brown's humour, pathos, and geniality are acknowledged qualities. 
. . . We end with a hearty recommendation of the book to readers of almost every 
variety of taste, for they will find here scores of stories which will make them 
laugh or shudder, or feel a great disposition to ciy.*'— Saturday Review. 

" In this new volume of the ' Horae Subsecivse * Dr. John Brown has given us 
some more of his pleasant and discursive essays on men and hea.st3."— Pall Mall 



John Leech. 

A Jacobite Family. 

Mystifications. 

Miss Stirling Graham of Duntrune. 

Thackeray's Death. 

Maijorie Fleming. 

Minchmoor. 

"In Clear Dream and Solemn 

Vision." 
Jeems the Doorkeeper. , 



" One very obvious characteristic of these papers is their appearance of ease and 
spontaneity. They impress us as the work of one full of his subject and delighted 
with it."— Academy. 

"With two exceptions the essays and sketches are all racy of the northern 
soil."— St. James's Gazette. 

" The author of * Bab and his Friends ' has published a volume of stray papers 
in which many delightful glimpses will be found of old Edinburgh society." — 
Ihmdee Advertiser. 

" To see another work of Dr. John Brown is pleasant unto the eyes as to see 
the face of an old friend."— ScofemaTi. 

"There is in almost every one of Dr. Brown's- inimitable papers such an 'eeri-. 
ness ' as befitteth best only the hours of darkness." — Spectator. 

" He has not a little of Mr. Buskin's love of nature, but his humour and his 
wide human affection? preserve him from the evils of over mtensity."— Noncon- 
formist. 

" The author of ' Bab and his Friends ' has a place apart among contemporary 
essayists. His manner and his matter arc alike peculiar to liimsBlV—Aflienceiim. 

Separate Papers ^ extracted from "Soros Suhsecivce." 
Hab and Ms Friends. 

With India-proof portrait of the Author after Faed, and seven India-proof 
Illustrations after Sir G. Harvey, Sir J. Noel Paton, Mrs. Blackburn, and 
G. Reid, B.S,A. Demy 4to, cloth, 9s. 
" Written with a quiet, unaffected power, worthy of the pathetic and' touching 
scene it describes."— Saturday Review. 

"A quaint and touching story." — AthencEiim. 

"A veritable gem. It is true, simple, pathetic, and touched with an antique 
grace." — Fraser^s Magazi/tie. 

Marjorie Fleming: A Sketeh. Being a Paper entitled "Pet 

Marjorie ; a Story of a Child's Life fifty years ago." New Edition, with Illus- 
trations. Small 4to, 7s. 6d. 

Hab and Ms Friends. 

Cheap Illustrated Edition. Square 12mo, ornamental wrapper. Is. 

B.ab and his Friends. 

Sixty-fourth Thousand. Price 6d. 

Our Dogs. 

Twentieth Thousand. Price 6d. 
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"With Brains, Sir!" 

SeTenth Thousand. Price 6d. 
Minohmoor. 

Tenth Thousand. Price 6d. 

The Bnterkin. 

Seventh Thousand, Price 6d. 

Jeems the Doorkeeper. 

Twelfth Thousand. Price 6d. 

Maijorie rieming: A Sketch, 

Sixteenth Thousand. Price 6d. 

Plain Words on Health. 

Twenty-seventh Thousand. Price 6d. 

Something about a Well : With more of our Dogs. Price 6d. 
Arthur H. Hallam. 

Price 2s. sewed; and 2s. 6d. cluth, gilt edges. 

Supplementary Chapter to the Ijife of the Eev. John 

Brown, D.D. Second Edition. Price 2s. 

BEOWIS'— The Capercaillie in Scotland. 

By J. A. Haevie Bbown. Etchings on Copper, and Map illustrating the extension 
of its range since its Bestoration at Taymouth in 1837 and 1838. Demy 8vo, 8s. 6d. 

" To no one will it prove uninteresting, and to ornithologists and sportsmen it 
is specially inviting." — Dundee Advertiser. 

" A carefully prepared and exhaustive monograph of the Capercaillie in Scot- 
land, which ought to be perused hy every proprietor of an estate, forester, and 
naturalist in the country."— JojimoJ of Forestry. 

BULIiOCH — George Jamesone. The Scottish Vandyke. 

1687 to 1644. By John Bdllooh. With Two Illustrations hy Geokge Eeid, B.S.A. 

[In the Press. 
BTTEITETT— " The Eed Book of Menteith" Reviewed. 
By George Burnett, Advocate, Lyon King of Arms. In 1 vol. small 4to, 5s. 

BtTRBOXTGHS— Winter Sunshine. 

By John Burroughs. 32mo, Is., and cloth 2s. 

" The minuteness of his observation, the keenness of his perception, give him 
a real originality, and his sketches have a delightful oddity, vivacity, and tieah- 
ness."—Tlw Nation (New Torh). , „ , .j, 

"It is full of amusing anecdotes and personal expenences."— BuTiaee Advertiser. 

" Mr. Burroughs is one of the most delightful of American essayists, steeped in 
culture to the finger ends, and 'Winter Sunshine' is one of his most delightftal and 
agreeable volumes." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

" It is not often granted to us to see ourselves as other see us quite so pleasantly as 
we do in Mr. Burroughs' nice little account of his trip to England."— Sa(i«-(Zaj/ Meview. 

BURROUGHS— Locusts and Wild Honey. 

By John Burroughs. 35mo, Is. ; and in Cloth, 2s. 
" From beginning to end it is charming Tending."— Westminster Smew. 

BURROUGHS-Wake-Rotain. 

32mo, Is. ; and in Cloth, 2s. 

" These pages are fragrant with the fresh strong air of country life."— Freemaj. 

" His scenes are portrayed with the minuteness and accui-acy of a photograph. 
— Westntoreland Gazette. 
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BTJHEOUGHS— Pepacton and otlier Sketehes. 

32ino, Is. ; and in Cloth, 2s. 

" A book for holiday reading, or for that genial evening hour when close-drawn 
curtains and a glowing fire draw a listening circle to think of woods and wilds, 
with all their furred and feathered inhabitants."— Xiterorj/ World. 

BUEEOUGHS— Birds and Poets, with otlier Papers. 

32mo, Is. ; and in Cloth, 2s. 

*' There are few readers of American magazine literature who have not lingered 
with pleasure over pages in which Mr. Burroughs has discoursed of the charms 
of wood and field." — Glasgow News. 

CABLE— Dr. Sevier. 

By Geo. W. Cable, Author of " Old Creole Days," etc. In 2 vols, crown 8vo, 
price 12s. 

CABIiE— Old Creole Days. 

By Geo. W, Cable. 32mo, Is. ; and in Cloth, 2s. 

" With a good gift for language, and a very rare one for dialect, he has made a 
systematic study of Creole French, of which he may be regarded as the first 
thorough exponent." — Century. 

"Another writer who has gained a great and well-deserved reputation in the 
United States is Mr. George w. Cable, who is doing for the State of Louisiana what 
Nathaniel Hawthorne did for New England — ^reproducing for us the peo^e and 
customs of an age which, though not remote, has passed away." — QuoHerlyBeview. 

" The combination of grotesque humour and of genuine pathos is most charm- 
ing, and quite unique and inimitable." — Glasgow Citiaen. 

" This collection, which includes seven stories, deserves to be read if only because 
it gives a picture of a pl;»se of Southern life which has now passed away."— Saiur- 
day Review. 

" We cannot recall any contemporary American writer of fiction who possesses 
some of the best gifts of the novelist in a higher degree." — St. James's Gazette. 

" The book is one which when we have once begun we are constrained to finish." 
— The FreeTnan. 

CAIRNS— Memoir of John Brown, D.D. 

By Jomr Caibns, D.D., Berwiok-on-Tweed. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

CAMPBELIj— My Indian Journal. 

Containing Descriptions of the principal Field Sports of India, with Notes on the 
Natural History and Habits of the Wild Animals of the Country. By Colonel 
Walter Campbell, Author of " The Old Forest Hanger." Small demy 3vo, with 
lUustrationa by Wolf, 16a. 

CHAIiMEKS— Life and Works of Rev. Thomas Chalmers, 

D.D., LL.D. 

Medioibs 01' THE Eev. Thomas Chalmers. By Eev. W. Hahna, D.D., LL.D. New 

Edition. 2 vols, crown Svo, cloth, 12s. 
Daily Soeiptdre Beadings. Cheap Edition. 2 vols, crown Svo, 10s. 
astronomical discourses, is. 
Commercial Discourses, Is. 
Select Works, in 12 vols, crown Svo, cloth, per vol. 6s. 

Lectures on the Bomans. 2 vols. 

Sermons. 2 vols. . 

Natural Theology, Lectures on Butler's Analogy, etc. 1 vol. 

Christian Evidences, Lectures on Paley's Evidences, etc. 1 vol. 

Institutes of Theology. 2 vols. 

Political Economy, with Cognate Essays. 1 vol. 

Polity of a Nation. 1 vol. 

Church and College Establishments. 1 vol. 

Moral Philosophy, Introductory Essays, Index, etc. 1 vol. 
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CHIENE— Lectures on Surgical Anatomy. 

By John Chtehe, M.D., Prof, of Surgery in the University of BdinTjargh. In 
1 vol. demy 8vo. With numerous illustrations drawn on Stone by Bekjeau. 12s. 6d. 

" Dr. Chiene has succeeded in going over the most important part of the ground, 
and in a pleasant readable manner. . . . They (the plates) are well executed, and 
considerably enhance the value of the book." — Lancet. 

" The book will be a great help to both teachers and taught, and students can 
depend upon the teaching as being sound." — Medical Times and Gazette. 

CHIEira!— Lectures on the Elements or First Principles of 

Sittgery. By John Chibhe, M.D., Prof, of Surgery in the University of Edinburgh. 
Demy 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

CHRISTIE— Traditional Ballad Airs. 

Arranged and Harmonised for the Pianoforte and Harmonium. By W. Chkistie, 
M.A., and the late William Christie, Monquhitter. Demy 4to, Vols. I. and II. 
42s. each. 

"As a contribution to our national stories it takes ranlc perhaps even above 
Dean Bamsay's popular ' Eeminiscences of Scottish Life and Character.' "—Inver- 
ness Courier. 

CONSTABLE— Archibald Constable and his Literary Cor- 
respondents : a Memorial. By his Son, Thomas Constable. 3 vols, demy 8vo, 
36s., with Portrait. 

" He (Mr. Constable) was a genius in the publishing world. . . . The creator 
of the Scottish publishing trade." — Times. 

" These three volumes are of a singular and lasting interest."— IToMOTi/ormis*. 

CEAWFOED — The Earldom of Mar, in Sunshine and in 

Shade, during Five Hundred Tears. With incidental Notices of the leading Cases 
of Scottish Dignities of King Charles I. till now. By Alexandek, Earl of Craw- 
ford and Balcarres, Loed Lindsay, etc. etc. 2 vols, demy 8vo, 32s. 

"It is one of the most learned expositions of peerage history and peerage law, 
which it has been our fortune to Had."— Morning Post. 

The Crime of Henry Vane : a Study with a Moral. 

By J. S., of Dale, Author of " Guemdale." In 1 vol. crown 8vo, 6s. 

" A man's book for one thing, and it is a manly book for another. It is a sin- 
gular story, more direct and bolder than ' Guemdale.' "Saturday Seview. 

CEOOM— A Clinical and Experimental Study of the Bladder 

during Partui'ition. By J. H. Cboom, M.B., P.B.C.P.B. SmaU 4to, with Illus- 
trations, 6s. 

CUMMING— Wild Men and "Wild Beasts. 

Adventures in Camp and Jungle. By Lieut.-Colonel Gordon Gumming. With 
Illustoations by Lieut.-Col. bIigrie and others. Second Edition. Small 4to, 
price 24s. 
Also, a cheaper edition, with Lithographic Illustrations. 8vo, 12s. 

CUETIS-Prue and I. 

By George William Curtis. In 1 vol.. Is. paper ; or 2s. cloth extra. 
"This is a dainty piece of work and weU deserved reprinting."— ^aemoiiim. 

DASEN"T— Burnt Ifjal. ^ T^ n r 

Prom the Icelandic of the Njal's Saga. By Sir George Webee Dasent, D.C.L. 
3 vols, demy 8vo, with Maps and Plans, 28s. 
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DASEKT— aisli the Outlaw. 

From the Icelandic. By Sir George Webbe Dasent, D.C.L. Small 4to, with 
Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

DASEI^T— Tales from the ITorse. 

By Sir George Webbe Dasent, D.C.L. Third Edition, witli Introduction and 
Appendix. In 1 vol. demy Svo, [In the Press. 

A Daughter of the Philistines : A Novel. 

1 vol. small crown Svo, Gs. 

"The story is yery powerfully told, possesses a piquantly satirical flavour, and 
possesses the very real attraction of freshness." — Scotsman. 

"It is cleverly and brightly «written."^^cademj/. 

DAY — The Uses and Manufacture of Iron and Steel, firom 

Prehistoric Ages to the Present Time. By St. John V. Day, C.E., P.B.S.E., 
F.S.A. (Scot.), Member of the Iron and Steel Institute, Member .of the Institution 
of Mechanical Engineers, Associ^e of the Institution of Civil Engineers, Member 
of Council of the Institute of Patent Agents, etc. To be completed in 3 vols, 
demy Svo. (Vol. I, in October.) [In the Press, 

DITTMAR— A Manual of Chemical Analysis. 

By Professor William Dittmaii, Ex. fcap. Svo, 5s. 

DITTMAR— Tables forming an Appendix to Ditto. 

Demy Svo, 3s. 6d. 

DUl*r— Veterinary Medicines ; their Actions and Uses. 

By FiNLAT Duir. Sixth Edition, revised and enlarged. Demy Svo, 15s. 

DTTM"BAR— Social Life in Former Days ; 

Chiefly in the Province tif Moray. Illustrated by Letters and Family Papers. By 
E. Dunbar Dunbar, late Captain 21st Fusiliers. 2 vols, demy Svo, 19s. 6d, 

ERSKINE— Letters of Thomas Erskine of Linlathen. 

Edited by William Haiota, D.D., Author of the "Memoirs of Dr. Chalmers," etc. 
Folirth Edition. In 1 voL crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

" Here is one who speaks out of the fulness of a large living human heart ; whose 
words will awaken an echo in ,the hearts of many burdened with the cares of time, 
pei-plexed with the movements of the spirit of our time, who wiU speak to their 
deepest needs, and lead them to a haven of rest." — Daily Review. 

" It does one good to come in contact with so saintly a man, and Dr. Hanna has 
certainly conferred a benefit on the Church at large by editing this volume." — 
Edinburgh Courant. 

" 'How high must that peak have been which caught the light so early,* were 
the words with which a writer in the Contemporary Review, in sketching the life of 
Thomas Erskine, shortly after his death, characterised his position, his spirit, and 
his influence." — Nonco'n^}rm.ist. 

ERSKINE— The Unconditional Ereeness of the Grospel. 

New Edition, revised. Crown Svo, 3s, 6d. 

ERSKINE— The Brazen Serpent : 

Or, Life coming through Death. Third Edition. Crown Svo, 5s. 
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ERSKIITE— The Internal Evidence of Revealed Eeligion. 

Crown 8vo, 5s. i 

"Before Mr. ErsMne went atooad in 1822, he pnUislied his first work on 'The 
Internal Evidence of Revealed Religion,' in which he pursued in a more extended 
manner something of the same line of thought as that already spoken of. His 

GEEAT AIM WAS TO SHOW THE DiVIHE OeiOIN 01' CHHISTIAHITY BOTH ITEOM THE 
FITTING IlLUSTEATION WHICH IT FURNISHED OF THE CHARACTER OF GOD AND ITS 

Bearing on the Character of Man, to demonstrate that its facts not only present 
an impressive exhibition of all the moral qualities which can be conceived to reside 
in the Divine mind, but also contain all those objects which have a natui'al 
tendency to excite and suggest in the human mind that combination of moral 
feelings which has been termed moral perfection."— iiKnburjft Beview. 

EESKINE— The Spiritual Order, 

And other Papers selected from the MSS. of the late Thomas Erskine of Linlathen. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo, 5s. 

"It will for a few have a value which others will not the least understand. But 
all must recognise in it the utterance of a spirit profoundly penetrated with the 
sense of brotherhood, and with the claims of common humanity."— Speclafor. 

" Very deserving of study."— Times. 
Vide Bible Beadings and Fragments of Truth. 
EESKHfB— The Doctrine of Election, 

And its Connection with the General Tenor of Christianity, illustrated especially 
from the Epistle to the Romans. Second Edition. Crown Svo, 6s. 

PAITHPULL— Three Visits to America. 

By Emily Paithfull. Demy Svo, 9s. 

PEKG-USOlf — Guide to the Great Worth of Scotland Rail- 
way. By W. Ferguson of Kinmundy. In 1 vol. crown Svo ; in paper cover. Is. ; 
cloth cover, Is. 6d. ^ ^^ 

" An extremely readable and amusing, as well as instructive, little volume.' — 
Aberdeen Free Press. 

EERGUSOW— Twelve Sketches of Scenery and Antiquities 

on the Line of the Great North of Scotland Railway. By George Reid, E.S.A. 
With Illustrative Letterpress by W. Ferguson of Kinriiundy. 4to, 16s. 

EERG0SSOW- Letters and Journals of Mrs. Calderwood 

of Polton, from England, Holland, and the Low Countries, in 1766. Edited by 
Alex. Fergosson, Lieutenant-Colonel, Author of "Henry Brskme and his Kins- 
folk." Demy Svo. 

FLETCHER— Autobiography of Mrs. Fletcher 

(of Edinburgh), with Letters and other Family Memorials. Edited by her Daugh- 
ter. Third Edition. Crown Svo, 7s. 6d. 

"This is a deHghtful book. It contains an illustrative record of a singularly 
noble true, pure, prolonged, and happy life. The story is reoounied with a can- 
dour, vivacity, and grace which are very chai-ming."- DaiJs Emew. 

FLEURY— L'Histoire de Prance. 

Par M. Lame Fleurt. New Edition, corrected to 1883. 18mo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

FORBES— The Deepening of the Spiritual Life. 

ByA. P. Forbes, D.C.L., Bishop ofBrechin. Fifth Edition. Calf, red edges, 3s. 6d. 
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FOBBES— Kalendars of Scottish Saints, 

With Personal Notices of those of Alba, etc. By Alexanteb Penhose Foebes, 
D.C.L., Bishop of Brechin. 1 vol. 4(to, price £3 : 3b. A few copies for sale on 
large paper, £5:15: 6. 

'* A truly valuable contribution to the archaeology of Scotland," — Gtim'dian. 

" We must not forget to thank the author for the great amount of information he 
has put together, and for the labour he has bestowed on a work which can never 
be remunerative."— Saturdaj/ Review. 

** His laborious and very interesting work on the early Saints of Alba, Laudonia 
and Strathclyde."— QuarterZj/ Review. 

FORBES — Miaaale Drummondiense. The Ancient Irish 

Missal in the possession of the Baroness Willoughby d'Eresby. Edited by the 
Rev. G. H. Forbes. Half-morocco, demy 8vo, 12s, 

Fragments of Truth : 

Being the Exposition of several Passages of Scripture. Third Edition. Extra 
fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

FHASER— Alcohol : its Function and Place. 

By Thomas R. Eraser, M.D., F.R.S., Professdr of Materia Medica in the Univer- 
sity of Edinburgh. With Diagrams and Tables. 8vo, Is. 

O-AIRDNER and SPEDDIWG— Studies in English History. 

By James Gairdner and James Spedding. In 1 vol. demy 8vo, 12s. 

1. The Lollards. 

2. Sir John Falstaff. " 

3. Catherine of Arraqon's Fii^t and Secoitd .Marriages. 

4. Case of Sir Thomas Overbtjrt. 

5. Divine Right of Kings. 

6. Sunday, Ancient and Modern. 

" The authors' names alone are a sufficient guarantee that the Essays in this 
beautifully printed volume were worth reprinting."— St. Jaines's Gazette. 

" It will enlighten the readers on some points in respect to which they are at • 
present very much in the dark."— (Scotemaw. 

GrAIRDlS'ER— On Medicine and Medical Education. 

By W. T. Gairdner, Professor of the Practice of Medicine in the University of 
Glasgow. Three Lectures, with Notes and an Appendix. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

GAIRDI^'ER— Clinical and Pathological Wotes on Peri- 
carditis. By W. T. Gairdner, Professor of the Practice of Medicine in the Univer- 
sity of Glasgow. 8vo, sewed, Is. 

Gifts for Men. 

By X. H. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

" There is hardly a living theologian who might not be proud to claim many of 
her thoughts as his own," — Glasgow Herald. 

GILFHiLAJS"— -Sketches Literary and Theological : 

Being selections from the unpublished MSS. of the Rev. George Gilfillak. 
Edited by Frank Hendei^on, Esq., M.P. 7s. 6d. 

"The papers chosen for publication are chiefly critical, and they form a most 
leadable, instmctive, and interesting volume." — Dundee Advertiser. 
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GORDOTT— The Roof of the "World : 

Being the Narrative of a Journey over the High Plateau of Tibet to the Eussian 
Trontier, and the Oxus Sources on Pamir. By Lieut. -Col. T. B. Gordon, C.B.I. 
With numerous Illustrations. Royal 8vo, 31s. 6d. 

GORDON"— The Home Iiife of Sir David Brewster. 

By his Daughter, Mrs. Gordon. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

*' With his own countrymen it is sure of awelcome, and to the savants of Europe, 
and of the New World, it will have a real and special interest of its own."— Pall 
Mall Gazette. 
Also a cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, 23. 6d. 

By the same Author. 
GORDON— "Workers. 

Fourth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, limp cloth, Is. 

GORDON— "Work ; 

Or, Plenty to do and How to do It. Thirty-sixth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. 



Praying Work. 
Homely Hints ahout Work. 
Reward of Work. 
Future Work. 
Combined Work. 
Little Children's Work. 
Toung Ladies' Work. 
Work of Teachers and 

Taught. 
Household Work. 



Work of Employers and 

Employed. 
Counwy Work. 
Sabbath Work. 
Thought Work. 
Proving Work. 
Rest. 



Warfare Work. 
Everyday Work. 
Social Work. 
Home Work. 
Single Women's Work, 
Waiting Work. 
Preparatory Work. 
Desultory Work, 
Praising Work. 
Special Work. 

"Mrs. Gordon is precisely one of the ladies for the time,— not a drowsy dreamer, 
but fully awake, strong in heart, ardent in zeal, and intent on the vigorous use of 
right means to promote right ends." — British Banner. 

"A better gift book for young domestic servants we do not kno-w."— Literary 
Gazette. 

GO&DON"— Little MiUie and her Pour Places. 

Cheap Edition. Fifty-eighth Thousand. Limp cloth. Is. 

" The narrative is simple and attractive ; the plan of the work is well con- 
ceived ; lie style is fluent and lively ; and the interest of the tale is well sustained 
to the close."— Speetattir. 

GORDON— Sunbeams in the Cottage; 

Or, What Women may do. A Narrative chiefly addressed to the Working Classes. 
Cheap Edition. Forty-fifth Thousand. Limp cloth. Is. 

" The fruit alike of strong sense and philanthropic genius. . . . There is in 
every chapter much to instruct the mind as well as to mould the heart and to 
mend the manners. The volume has all the charms of romance, while every page 
is stamped with utility."— C*risita>i Witness. 

GORDON"- Prevention ; 

Or, An Appeal to Economy and Common Sense. 8vo, 6d. 

GORDON"— The "Word and the "World. 

Twelfth Edition. Price 2d. 

GORDON"— Leaves of Healing for the Sick and Sorrowful. 

Cheap Edition, limp cloth, 2s. 
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GORDOIS"— The Motherless Boy; 

With an Illustration l)y Sir J. Noel Paton, R.B.A. Cheap Edition, limp cloth. Is. 
"Alike in manner and matter calculated to attract youthful attention, and to 
attract it by the best of all means— sympathy."— Scotomcwi. 

GORDON— Our Daughters : 

An Account of the Young Women's Christian Association and Institute Union. 
Price 2d. 

GOKDOW— Hay Maedowall Grant of Arndilly; his Life, 

Labours, and Teaching. New and Cheaper Edition. 1 vol. crown 8vo, limp 
cloth, 2b. 6d. 

HANITA— The Life of our Lord. 

BytheEev. William Hakna, D.D., LL.D. 6 vols., handsomely bound in cloth 
extra, gilt .edges, 30s. 

Separate vols., cloth extra, gilt edges, 5s. each. 

1. The Earlier Tears of otjr Lord. Fifth Edition. 

2. The Ministry in Galilee. Fourth Edition. 

3. The Close op the Ministry. Sixth Thousand. 

4. The Passion Week. Sixth Thousand. 

5. The Last Day of our Lord's Passion. Twenty-third Edition. 

6. The Forty Days after the Resurrection. Eighth Edition. 

"If Dr. Hanna excels in one thing more than another, it is in the simplicity of 

' his style. It is this quality which gives beauty and force to the work before us. 

One cannot proceed far into the pages of this Life of our Lord without being struck 

with the unbroken continuity of movement illustrative of the life and work of 

Christ."— C7tm(icwi Union. 

HAKWA— The Eesurrection of the Dead. 

By William Hanna, D.D., LL.D. Second Edition. One vol. fcap. 8vo, 6s. 

HARRIS — Mingo and other Sketches in Black and White. 

By Joel Chandlier Harris (Uncle Eemus). 32ino, Is. ; and in cloth, 2s. 

HASTIE— Protestant Missions to the Heathen. A General 

Survey of their Present State throughout the World. By Prof. Th. Christliee. 
Translated ftom the German by Bev. W. Hastie, Calcutta. 1 vol. demy 8vo, Is. 

HASTIE-Elements of Philosophy. 

Part First. Is. 

HASa?IE-The Perpetuity of the Faith as our Ground of 
Hope. Is. 

HEM'DERS03S"~K"otes of Caithness PamUy History. 
By the late John Henderson, W.S. 4to, 31s. 6d. 

HODGSOK"— Errors in the TTse of English. 

Illustrated from the Writings of English Authors, from the Fourteenth Century to 
Our Own Time. By the late W. B. Hodgson, LL.D., Professor of Political Economy 
in the University of Edinburgh. Fourth Edition. 1 vol. crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

" Those who most need such a book as Dr. Hodgson's will probably be the last 
to look into it. It will certainly amuse its readers, and wiU probably teach them 
a good deal which they did not know, or at least never thought about, before." — 
The Satwrday Meview. 

" Perhaps at no period in the history of our language was such a work as this 
needed so much as it is at present. ... It would save the feelings of many a lover 
of pure English were all forced, as a preliminai-y exercise, simply to read Professor 
Hodgson's collections of 'En'ors in English.' " — N.B. Daily Mail. 
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" Beyond all doubt, Professor Hodgson has attained his object— viz. to set forth 
the merits of correctness in English composition by furnishing examples of the de- 
merits of inoonectness— to bring home the abstract rule that a sentence must be 
lucid in order and logical in sequence." — The Atlienceum. 

" This little volume will surely do excellent service, and we sti'ongly recomuend 
it for the study of all." — Matichester ExamUier. 

" This posthumous work of Dr. Hodgson's deseiTes a hearty welcome, for it is 
sure to do good service for the object it has in view."— 37ie Academy. 

"His conversation, as every one who had the pleasure of his acquaintance 
knows, sparkled with anecdote and epigi'am, and not a little of the lustre and 
charm of his talk shines out of those pages." — 27ie Scotsmxtn. 

" The book is neither large nor expensive, but it contains a gi-eat amount of 
careful and scholarly criticism." — Aberdeen Free Press. 

" No one who aims 'at a pure style of English composition should be without 
this book," — The Educational News. , 

"As a help to composition this book will be found very useful, and to all it will 
prove a curious and interesting book for perusal."' — Yorkshire Post. 

HODGSOlf-Ijife and Letters of "W. B. Hodgson, IiL.t)., late 

Professor of Political Economy in the University of Edinburgh. Edited by Pro- 
fessor J. M. D. Meiklejohn, M.A. 1 vol. crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 

HOLE— Character Portraits of the Professors of the Univer- 
sity of Edinburgh. A series of Etchings by Dawson, after Drawings by William 
Hole, A.E.S.A. With brief Biographical Sketches. Handmade paper, 4to, 
£2 : 2s. to Subscribers. A few copies on Large Paper. India Proofs, £6 : 5s. to 
Subscribers. 

HOLMES— The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. 

By Olivek Wendell Holmes. New and Eevised Edition, containing fresh Preface 
and Bibliographical Notes by the Author. Printed at the Riverside Press. Crown 
8vo, 10s. 6d. 

HOLMES-The Professor at the Breakfast-Table. 

New Edition. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

HOLMES— The Poet at the Breakfast-Table. 

By Oliver Wendell Holmes, M.D. , New Edition, carefully Revised, with New 
Preface. Printed at the Riverside Press from New Electrotype Plates. With a 
Steel Porti-ait of the Author. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

" As he is everybody's favourite, there is no occasion for critics to meddle with 
him, either to censure or to praise. He can afford to laugh at the whole reviewing 
fraternity. His wit is all his own, so sly and tingling, but without a drop of ill- 
nature in it, and never leaving a sting behind. His humour is so grotesque and 
queer that it reminds one of the frolics of Puck ; and deep pathos mingles with it 
so naturally that when the reader's eyes are brimming with tears he^ knows not 
whether they have their source in sorrow or in laughter."— 2^ort?i. American Bemew. 

HOLMES— Pocket Edition of the Breakfast-Table Series in 

the CoUeotion of Choice American Authors. 6 vols. 32mo, Is. each; or in cloth, 
gilt top, 2s. a vol. (in cloth box, 15s.) 

HOME-Traees in Scotland of Ancient "Water Lines, Marine, 

Lacustrine, and Fluviatile. By David Milne-Home, LL.D., F.R.S.E. 1 vol. 
demy 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

"To the student of geology and archseology the volume wiU present a compen- 
dium of precise and authentic observations, the importance of which cannot well 
be overrated, while for the general reader it contains a wonderfully mteresting 
story of ceaseless change and vicissitude."— GZossrow Herald. 



16 LIST OF BOOKS 



HOPE— A Sketch of the Life of George Hope of Fenton 

Bama. Compiled by his Daughter, 6s. 

HOWARD— One Summer. 

By Blanche Willis Howard. 32mo, paper. Is. ; cloth, la. 6d. and 2s. 

HOWELIiS— A Modern Instance : A IS'ovel. 

Published with the sanction of the Author. 
By W. D. HowELLS. Copyright Edition, in 2 vols, crown Svo, 12s. 

" What interests us throughout is the vivid picture of American social life as it 
, really is."— Spectator. 

"In 'A Modern Instance' Mr. Howells is as pitiless as life itself. As a piece 
of artistic work it cannot easily be surpassed."— S(. JaTne^s Gazette. 

" Among the books which treat of the lives of Americans at home the most re- 
markable is the ' Modem Instance.' It is more powerful than any of Mr. HoweUs's 
previous works." — Blackwood's Magazvne. 

" No one can call this book either pious or didactic fiction, but we have seldom 
met with a more religion-teaching book." — T/te Guardian {LondotC). 

" * A Modem Instance' is before all things a study of character." — Atlienccvm. 

HOWEIiLS— Dr. Breen's Practice : A Wovel. 

Copyright Edition, in 1 vol. crown Svo, 2s. 6d., or in cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"In Dr. Breen's Practice we have an entertaining representation of modem 
American life, lightly and delicately touched off in Mi*. Howells's peculiar style."— 
Literary World. 

HOWELLS— A Woman's Reason : A IS'ovel. 

Copyright Edition, in crown Svo, 2 vols., 12s. 

"This story will take rank with the best ones of the season."— Liferarj/ World. 

"Mr. Howells has worked up the old theme very pleasantly on this occasion, 
and flavoured it agreeably with a due sharfe of the humour in which he decidedly 
has the advantage of Mr. Henry James."^Aihen(mtm. 

" The reader is carried irresistibly to the end." — NottingTwm Daily Guardia/n. 

" In future Mr. Howells should be known as the author of A Woma/n's Reason, 
for here alone he seems to have done justice to his singular powers. It is a real 
novel. We can only repeat how very excellent the book is, and how thoroughly 
worth reading— once, twice, and even thrice."— ^codem^. 

By the same Author and published vdth his sanction. 
Pocket Editions i/n, Ons ShilliTig Volumes. Calico^ Is. 6d.; cloth gilt, 2s. 

HOWELLS— A Foregone Conclusion. 

" It is the greatest triumph of the artist that out of material so little idealised 
he should have produced a story of such enduring and pathetic interest." — The 
Times, 

HOWELLS— Their Wedding Journey. 

" With just enough of story and dialogue to give to it the interest of a novel. 
It is also one of the most charming books of travel that we have ever seen." — 
Ch/ristian Eegister (Boston). 
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HOWELIiS— A Chance Acquaintance. 

" The brigM, courageous, light-hearted realism of the whole, the gay charm ot 
the principal characters, the refined humour of some of the incidents, the senti- 
ment and style in which the pretty sparkling story is, as it were, embedded, were 
such as showed a new artistic force at work, and announced a g^eat and original 
talent." — Tlie Times. 

HO WELLS— The Lady of the Aroostook. 

2 Vols. 23. 

" There are few more perfect stories than Tlis Lady of tU Aroostook."— The 
Times. 

HOWULLS - A Fearful KesponsibiUty and Tonelli's 

Marriage. 

" The great body of the cultivated public has an instinctive delight in original 
genius, whether it be refined or sensational. Mr. Howella's is eminently refined. 
His humour, however vivid in form, is subtle and elusive in its essence. He de- 
pends, perhaps, somewhat too much on the feeling of humour in his readers to 
appreciate his own." — E. P. "Whipple.. 

HOWELLS-The Undiscovered Country. 

2 Vols. 2s. 

"The story is, like all Mr. Howells's creations, skilfully constructed and 
wrought out with careful elaboration ot detail."— freemom. 

HOWELLS— A Counterfeit Presentment, a Comedy, and a 

Parlour Car, a Farce. 

" In this comedy Mr. Howells gives new proof of his rare insight into char- 
acter, and ability to portray it by efitective and discriminating touches, of his fine 
sense of dramatic scenes and incidents, and of his exquisite literary skill," 

HOWELLS— Out of the Question, a Comedy, and At the 

Sign of the Savage. 

" We may safely prophesy that among the cultivated class of readers Mr. 
Howells's books will be in steady demand. There are already six or seven of them 
issued in a cheap form by the publisher of A Modern Instmux. From our own 
knowledge we can recommend A Chcmce Acguai/titance and TJie Undiscovered 
Country as books of careful workmanship and accurate observation, written 
from the American point of view, and without the least apparent influence, either 
in style or point of view, of English writers." — Satwrday Sevww. 

HOWULLS-ITovels. 

These 10 vols., neatly bound in cloth gilt, in box, 21s. 

HOWELLS-Venetian Life. 2 Vols. 2s. 

"His faculty of shrewd, sympathetic observation possessed itself easily of 
Italian sights and characters, but through aU the track of Venetian lagoons or 
Florentine streets one feels the racy American temper, nothing daunted by the Old 
World. No description of Venice could be, as far as they go, more daintily, affec- 
tionately true." — Times. 

HOWELLS— Italian Journeys. 2 Vols. 2s. 

" Veneticm Life and Italian Jowrneys are delightful reading, and they bear the 
promise of the future novelist in them. When he travelled in Italian towns he 
was studying human nature, and fortunately there have been preserved in these 
two books a vast number of little studies, minute observations, such as in abund- 
ance go to make the writer of fiction."— CenSary. 
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IRVING — A Memorial Sketoli aoid a Selection from tlie 
Letters of the late Lieut. John Irving, R,N., of H.M.S. "Terror," in Sir John 

Franklin's Expedition to the Arctic Regions. Edited, by Benjamin Bell, P.R.C. S.E. 
With Facsimiles of the Record and Irving's Medal and Map. 1 vol. post Svo, 5s. 

Jack and Mrs. Brown, and other Stories. 

By the Author of "Blindpits." 1 vol. crown 8vo, paper, 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d. 

JENKIIST— Healthy Houses. 

By Fleeming Jenkin, F.R.S., Professor of Engineering in the University of Edin- 
burgh. Demy 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

* ' The three lectures will be found specially useful to the largely increasing class 
of house proprietors." — Courcmt. 

JERVISE— Epitaphs and Inscriptions from Bnrial-Grrotmds 

and Old Buildings in the North-East of Scotland. By the late Andrew Jervise, 
F.S.A. Scot. "With a Memoir of the Author. VoL II. Cloth, small 4to, 32s. 
Do. do. Roxburghe Edition, 42a. 

JERVISE— The History and Traditions of the Land of the 

Lindsays in Angus and Meams. New Edition, Edited and Revised by the Rev. 
James Gammack. In 1 vol. demy 8vo. 148. 

Do. do. Large Paper Edition [of which only 50 are printed], demy 4to, Rox- 
burghe binding, 42s. 
"The editing of these remains has been very careful, and the book, though it 
has its arid tracts, is sure to pledse north country readers." 

JOASS— A Brief Review of the Silver Question, 1871 to 1879. 

By Edward C. Joass, Fellow of the Faculty of Actuaries, Edin. 8vo, Is. 

KENM'EDY— Pilate's Question, "Whence art Thou?" 

An Essay on the Personal Claims asserted by Jesus Christ, and how to account for 
them. By John Kennedy, M.A., D.D., London. Crown 8vo, 3s, 6d. 

' ' Written on a skilfully arranged plan, is unquestionably a powerful and eloquent 
vindication of the orthodox and Catholic belief in opposition to rationalistic 
theories."— Scoteman. 

KER— Sermons by the Rev. John Ker, DJD., Glasgow. 

Twelfth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
** A very remarkable volume of sermons."— Contenvpora/ry Eeview, 
" The sermons before us are of no common order ; among a host of competitors 
they occupy a high class~we were about to say the highest class— whether viewed 
in point of composition, or thought, or treatment." — B. a/tid F. Eva/ngelical Review. 

KWIG-HT— The English Lake District as interpreted in the 

Poems of Wordsworth. By William Knight, Professor of Moral Philosophy in the 
University of St. Andrews, Ex. fcap. Svo, 5s. 

KNIGHT— Colloquia Peripatetica (Deep Sea Soundings) : 

Being Notes of Conversations with the late John Duncto, LL.D*, Professor of 
Hebrew in the New College, Edinburgh. By William Knight, Professor of Moral 
Philosophy in the University of St. Andrews. Fifth Edition, enlarged. 5s. 

" Since these lectures wei*e published there has appeared an exceedingly in- 
teresting volume entitled ' Colloquia Peripatetica,' by the late John Duncan, LL.D., 
Professor of Hebrew in the New College, Edinburgh. These Colloquies are reported 
by the Rev. Wm. Knight, who seems to be admirably adapted for the' task he has 
undertaken. His friend must have been a man of rare originality, varied culture, 
great vigour in expressing thoughts which were worthy to be expressed and re- 
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membered. . . . The reader who shall give himself the benefit and gratiflcation 
of studying this short Tolume (it will suggest more to him than many of ten times 
its size) will find that I have not .been bribed to speak weU of it by any praise 
which Dr. Duncan has bestowed on me. The only excuse for alluding to it is, that 
it contains the severest censm'e on my writings which they have ever incurred, 
though they have not been so unfortunate as to escape censure. . . . Against 
any ordinary criticism, even a writer who is naturally thin-sldnned becomes by 
degrees tolerably hardened. One proceeding from a man of such learning and 
worth as Dr. Duncan I have thought it a duty to notice."— J5a;(riM< from Preface to 
" The Consdemx." By the late Professor F. D. Maurice, Second Edition, 1872. 

L AHfQ— IiindoreB Abbey, and the Burgh of Uewburgh ; 

Their History and Annals. By Alexander Laino, LL.D., F.S.A. Scot. 1 vol. 
small 4to. With Index, and thirteen Full-page and ten Woodcut Illustrations, 21s. 

*' This is a charming volume in every respect."— Foies and Queries. 

"The prominent characteristics of the work are its exhaustiveness and the 
thoroughly philosophic spirit in which it is written."— Scofejmm. 

IiAIBTG— Triumphs of Christianity illustrated by History. 

A Lecture by Alexahdeb Laihq, LL.D. Crown Svo, Is. 

IiAJVMAJS'— Eeoollections of Curious Characters and Plea- 
sant Places. By Chakles Lanman, Washington ; Author of "Adventures in the 
Wilds of America," "A Canoe Voyage up the Mississippi," " A Tour to the River 
Saguenay," etc. etc. In 1 vol. small demy Svo, 12b. 

The Wizard of Anticosti. 



The Boy-Hunter of Chicoutimie. 
The Potomac Fisherman. 
Sword-Pish Fishing. 
Newfoundland. 
Block Inland, etc. 



Forest Recollections. 

The Hunters of the Sea Elephant. 

Around Cape Horn. 

Montauk Point. 

Salmon - Pishing on the Jacques 
Cartier. 

" It is not unpleasant to be sometimes reminded by the appearance of a book of 
travel, written with greater fidelity and wider knowledge than is usually found, 
how little we know of the world and how large it really is. Mr. Lanman conscien- 
tiously notes down all that he has seen and what he knows." — Satvrday B&viAw. 

"A bundle of delightful reminiscences touched with that light and graceful 
band which is common to all his type." — Acadm'y. 

IiAWCASTBR— Essays and Reviews. 

By the late Henry H. Lancaster, Advocate ; with a Prefatory Notice by the Rev. 
B. JowETT, Master of Balliol College, Oxford. Demy Svo, with Portrait, 14b. 

LATHBOP — An Echo of Passion. 

By Geo. Pabsons Lathrop. 32mo, Is. ; and in cloth, 2s. 

LATJEIE— On the Philosophy of Ethics. An .Analytical 

Essay. By S. S. Laurie, A.M., F.R.S.E., Professor of the Theory, History, and 
Practice of Education in the University of Edinburgh. Demy Svo, 6s. 

"Mr. Laurie's volume now before us is in substance, though not iji form, a reply 
to Mr. Mill's Utilitarianism. Mr. Laurie has the metaphysical head and the 
metaphysical training of bis countrymen, and has brought both to bear with great 
force on the problem proposed." — Saturday JReview, 

LAURIE— Ifotes on British Theories of Morals. 

Demy Svo, 6s. 

"His criticisms are candid and highly instructive, e.g. those of the views of 
Bentham, Mill, and Bain. He manifests great aptitude in detecting radical de- 
fects, in exposing logical inconsistencies, and in detecting the legitimate tendencies 
of philosophical systems." — British Quarterly. 
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LORIMER—Bible Studies in Life and Truth. 

By the Rev. Robert LbaiMER, M.A., Free Cliureli, Mains and Strathmartine. In 
1 vol. crown 8vo, 5s. 

"It is in several respects a remarkable volume. . . . These discourses, the 
outcome of a thoughtftU, earnest, and vigorous mind, are written in a strain of 
chaste and manly eloquence, and they are even more valuable for what they 
suggest than for what they directly teach."— ^coteTnan. 

"There is in these studies much that wiU help to govern the will, satisfy the 
mind with truth, and the heart with life." — Daily Seview. 

"The distinctive fragrance of the old evangelical preaching of our fathers is 
combined with the modem spirit of exact research in Biblical science . . . and 
these studies may be regarded as a proof that the reconciliation between the old 
and the new in our Scottish Christian life is not so difficult as some suppose." — 
Aberdeen Free Press. 

"On every line of these sermons there is a trace of care and anxious thought. 
This preacher is no extempore orator. He is a student, and has made himself 
fiimiliar with the best models." — Dundee Advertiser. 

" They are characterised by penetrative thought, lucidity, and cogency of state- 
ment, and a chaste and classic eloquence. They evince earnest study and wide 
TesLdmg."— Glasgow SeraJd. 

LIND— Sermons. 

By Rev. Adam Lind, M.A., Elgin. Ex. fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

A Ijost Battle. 

A Novel. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, I7s. 

**This in every way remarkable novel." — Morning Fost. 

" We are aU the more ready to do justice to the excellence of the author's drawing 
of characters." — AtJiencevm, 

M'CKIE— John Calvin, a Fragment by the Iiate Thomas 

M'Crie, Author of "The Life of John Knox." Demy 8vo, 6s. 

MACDUFF— The Parish of Taxwood, and some of its Older 

Memories. By Rev. J. R. Macduff, D.D. 1 vol. extra fcap. 8vo, illustrated, 
3s. 6d. 

"A delightful little volume, as true to the life as It is picturesque in its subjects. 
. . . We shall be inclined to add this unpretentious volume to the standard 
authorities on these favourite subjects. . . . Unpretending as the pictures may 
be, to paint these worthy people to the life demands no little shrewdness of 
observation, considerable power of mental analysis, with a combination of rarer 
faculties. In the pictures we have quaint drollery as well as kindly satire : and 
while each has some fiiacination of its own, one at least is wonderfully pathetic. 
. . . We think we have said enough to send our readers to a book which, whUe 
showing unusual powers of observation, is written with equal simplicity and deep 
earnestness of feeling."— Saiwrday Review, 

"It is charmingly written, and deserves to be popular on both sides of the 
Tweed."^LMJerpooZ Mercwry. 

" This is the sort of book which is sure to be popular and warmly appreciated by 
Scotchmen, whether at home or in the colonies. "-^Perifi^Aire Constitutional, 

" Dr. Macduff has given us a specially delightful and instructive volume, a series 
of character sketches which are sure to live, and of memories which readers who 
can appreciate solid worth will not willingly let die. Shrewd, practical sense, 
kindly humour, and quiet sarcasm add to the liveliness of a work which will be 
equally valued for its lofty devotion and its moral and spiritual healthfolness. 
• Taxwood ' will secui*e for itself no secondary place in the literature of Scottish 
reminiscences. ' '^Freeman, 
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MACPAELAWE— Principles of the Algebra of Logic, with 

Examples, tiy Alex. MaoFaelake, M.A., D.So. (Bdm.), RR.S.B. 6a. 

MACKAY— Memoir of Sir James Dalrymple, Tirst Vis- 
count Stair. A Study in tie History of Scotland and Scotch Law during the 
Seventeenth Century. By M. J. G. Mackay, Advocate. 8vo, 12s. 

MACKEITZIE— Storms and Sunshine of a Soldier's Life. 

Lt.-General Colin Maokehzie, C.B., 1825-1881. With a Portrait. 2 vols, crown 
8vo, 16s. 

" Since the publication of Mr. Marshman's 'Memories of Sir Henry Haveloclc,' 
some twenty years ago, we have received no biography of this class with so sincere 
an admiration and so keen a delight." — Freeman. 

" Should be read by all who feel an interest in the history of British India during 
the last half aentw^y."— Newcastle Couramt. 

" A very readable biography ... of one of the bravest and ablest officers of the 
East India Company's army." — Saturday Rveiew, 

MACLAGAJN"— ITugse Canor^ MediesB. 

Lays of the Poet Laureate of the New Town Dispensary. Edited by Professor 
DouOLAS Maolagau. 4to. With Illustrations, 7s. 6d. 

MACLAG-AW — The Hill Forts, Stone Circles, and other 

structural Remains of Ancient Scotland. By C. Maclagan, Lady Associate of the 
Society of Antiquaries of Scotland. With Plans and Illustrations. 1 vol. fol., 
31s, 6d. 

"We need not enlarge on the few inconsequential speculations which rigid 
archEcologists may find in the present volume. We desire rather to commend it to 
their careful study, fully assured that not only they, but also the general reader, 
will be edified by its perusal." — Scotsincm. 

M'LAEElf— The Light of the World. 

By David MXaeen, Minister of Humbie. Crown 8vo, extra, 6s. 

" We are conscious of having but very inadequately represented this valuable 
book, and can only hope that what we have said may lead all who have the oppor- 
tunity to study it for themselves." — Literary World. 

M'LAKBJ!]'— The Book of Psalms in Metre. 

According to the version approved of by the Church of Scotland. Revised by Eev. 
David M'Lakbn. Crown 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

MACPHEESON'— Omnipotence helongs only to the Beloved. 

By Mrs. Bkewsteh Macpheeson. 1 vol. extra fcap., 3s. 6d. 

M.AXWELL— Antwerp Delivered in MDLXXVIL : 

A Passage from the History of the Netherlands, illustrated with Facsimiles of a 
rare Series of Designs by Martin de Vos, and of Prints by Hogenberg, the Wierixes, 
etc. By Sir William Stibling-Maxwbll, Bart., K.T. and M.P. In 1 vol. folio, 
5 guineas. 

"A splendid folio in richly ornamented binding, protected by an almost equally 
ornamental slip-cover. . . . Remarkable illustrations of the maimer in which the 
artists of the time ' pursued their labours in a country ravaged by war, and in 
cities ever menaced by siege and sack.' " — ScotsTnan. 
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MAXWBLL-The History of Old Dundee, narrated out of 

the Town Council Register, -witli additions from Contemporary Annals. By 
Alexandeb Maxwell, F.S.A. Scot. In 1 vol. 4to (to subscribers) 21s. 

MAYER— The Gun and Rod in America. , 

Illustrated by tbe best Artists. Edited by Professor Mater. Iu 2 vols, royal 
8vo, half-moroceo, gilt top, 

"Sumptuous volumes of a magnificence in design and excellence beyond anytliing 
else ever produced in the literature of American field sports." — Forest and Stream. 

MICHIE— History of Locli Kinnord. 

By the Rev. J. Gt. Michie. Demy 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

"It is throughout a piece of genuine, honest, literary worlcmanship, dealing 
thoroughly with its subject on the basis of careful study and personal inquiry and 
labour." — Aberdeen Free Press. 

MIIiK"— Researches and Excavations at Carnac (Morbihan), 

The Bossenno, and Mont St. Michel. By James Mtlbt, In 1 vol. royal 8vo, with Maps, 
PlaiLS, and numerous Illustrations in Wood-Engraving and Chromolithography. 

"Mr. Miln has made some interesting discoveries, and his record of them is 
simply and modestly written. He seems to have spared no pains either in making 
his excavations, or in writing and illustrating an account of them. . . . Mr. MiLn has 
thus an opportunity worthy of an ambitious archaeologist, and he has succeeded in 
using it well." — Saturday Review. 

"This elegant volume, one of those which are the luxury of art, is the work of 
an enthusiastic and weU-informod antiquary."— ^T^iisft. Qtia^terly. 

MILTS'— Excavations at Carnac (Brittany), a Record of Archse- 

ological Researches in the Alignments of Kermario. By James Miln. In 1 vol. 
royal 8vp, with Maps, Plans, and numerous Illustrations in Wood-Engraving. 15s. 

MITCHELL— The Past in the Present— What is Civilisa- 
tion? Being the Rhind Lectures in Archaeology, delivered in 1876 and 1878. By 
Arthur Mitchell, M.D,, LL.D., Secretary to the Society of Antiquaries of Scotland. 
In 1 vol. demy 8vo, with 148 Woodcuts, 15s. 

" Whatever difTerences of opinion, however, may be held on minor points, there can 
be no question that Dr. Mitchell's work is one of the ablest and most original pieces 
of ajchffiological literature which has appeared of late years."— S(. Jizme^s Gazette. 

MITCHELL— Our Scotch Banks: 

Their Position and their Policy. By Wm. Mitchell, S.S.C. Third Edition. 8vo, 6s. 

MOLBECH— Ambrosius : 

A Play, translated from the Danish of Christian K, F. Molbech by Alice Berry. 
Extra fcap. 8vo, 5s. 

MOEETON— On Horse-Breaking. 

By BoEEBT MoRETON. Sccond Edition. Fcap. Svo, Is. 

MUIR — Eeclesiologieal ITotes on some of the Islands of 

Scotland, with other Papers relating to Eeclesiologieal Remains on the Scottish 
Mainland and Islands. By Thomas S. Muib, author of " Characteristics of Church 
Architectui-e," etc. In 1 vol. demy Svo, with numerous Illustrations. 

\In Preparation. 

MtrK"RO— Ancient Scottish Lake-Dwellings or Crannogs, 

with a SupplemeDtary Chapter on Remains of Lake-Dwellings in England, By 

Robert Munro, M.D., F.S.A. Scot. 1 vol. demy Svo, profusely illustrated, 

price 21 B. 
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" It is a most valuable and methodical statement of all the facts connected 
with his own excavations in Ayrshire. It will doubtless become a standard 
authority on the subject of which it treats."— rimes. 

"... Our readers may be assured that they will find very much to interest 
and instruct them in the perusal of the work." — Atlienceum. 

"... The issue of these reports in a handy volume was taken in hand by Dr. 
Munro, and the result is seen in the carefully-prepared and admirably got-up 
volume to which we have now to invite attention." — Saturday Review. 

NAPIER— "Tlie Lanox of Auld:" 

An Epistolary Eeview of "The Lennox, by WiUiam Praser." By Mark Napier. 
With Woodcuts and Plates. 1 vol. 4to^ 15a. 

' ' The spirit of chivalry survives, though the age is gone. If any one doubts it he 
has only to dip into the pages of ' Lanox of Anld.' ... It places the reader in 
possession of both sides of the questions relating to the 'Earldom of Lennox.'" — 
Seotsmmi. 

mCHOLSOlsr— Tenants' G-ain not Landlords' Loss, and some 

other Economic Aspects of the Land Question. By Joseph Shield Nicholsok, M. A., 
Professor of Political Economy in the University of Edinburgh. 1 vol. crown 8vo, 5s. 

OBER— Camps in the Caribbees: Adventures of a natu- 
ralist In the Lesser Antilles. By Frederick Ober. Illustrations, demy 8vo, 12s. 

"Well-written and well-illustrated narrative of camping out among the Carib- 
bees." — Westminster Review. 

"Varied were his experiences, hairbreadth his escapes, and wonderful his glean- 
ings in the way of securing rare birds." — The Literary World. 

OGrCr— Cookery for the Sick and a Guide for the Sick-Eoom. 

By C. H. Ogg, an Edinburgh Nurse. Fcap. Is. 

OMOITD— The Lord Advocates of Scotland from the close 

of the Fifteenth Century to the passing of th? Reform Bill. By G. W. T. Omond, 
Advocate. 2 vols, demy 8vo. 28s. 

PATRICK, R. "W. COCHRAW— Records of the Coinage of 

Scotland, from the earliest period to the Union. Collected by R. W. Cochran- 
Patriok, M.P. Only two hundred and fifty copies printed. Now ready, in 2 vols. 
4to, with 16 PuU-page Illustrations, Six Guineas. 

"The future Historians of Scotland will be very fortunate if many parts of their 
materials are so oarefullyworked up for them and set before them in so complete 
and taking a form." — Athenamm. 

" When we say that these two volumes contain more than 770 records,. of which 

more than 550 have never been printed before, and that they are illustrated by a 

- series of Plates, by the autotype process, of the coins themselves, the reader may 

judge for himself of the learning, as well as the pains, bestowed on them both by 

the Author and the Publisher." — Times. 

" The most handsome and complete Work of the kind which has ever been pub- 
lished in this country." — Numismatic Clironiole, Ft. IV. j 1876. 

"We have in these Becords of the Coinage of Scotland, not the production of a 
dilettante, but of a real student, who, with rare pains and the most scholarly dili- 
gence, has set to work and collected into two massive volumes a complete history 
of the coinage of Scotland, so far as it can be gathered from the ancient records." 
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PATRICK— Early Records relating to Mining in Scotland : 

Collected by B. W. Cochran-Patrick, M.P. Demy 4to, 31s. 6d. 

"The dociaments contained in the body of the work are given without altera- 
tion or abridgment, and the introduction is written with ability and judgment, 
presenting a clear and concise outline of the earlier history of the Mining Industries 
of Scotland,"— jScotemaw.. 

"The documents . . . comprise a great deal that is veiy curious, and no less 
that will be important to the historiaji in treating of the origin of one of the most 
important branches of the national industry." — Dmly News. 

"Such a book . . . revealing as it does the first developments of an industry 
which has become the mainspring of the,national prosperity, ought to be specially 
interesting to all patriotic Scotchmen." — Satwrday Review. 

PATRICK — The Medals of Scotland: a Descriptive Cata- 
logue of the Eoyal and other Medals relating to Scotland. By R. W. Cochrah- 
Patbick, M.P., of "Woodside. Dedicated by special permission to Her Majesty the 
Queen. In 1 vol. 4to, with plates in facsimile of all the principal pieces. 

Phoebe. 

By the Author of "Rutledge." Reprinted from the Fifth Thousand of the 
American Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

" * Phoebe ' is a woman's novel." — Saturday Review. 

Popular Genealogists ; 

Or, The Art of Pedigree-making, Crown 8vo, 4s. 

' ' We have here an agreeable little treatise of a himdred pages, from an anony- 
mous but evidently competent hand, on the ludicrous and fraudulent sides of 
genealogy. The subject has a serious and important historical character, when 
regarded from the point of view of the authors of The Goveroiing Fam/ilies of 
Englcmd. But it is rich in the materials of comedy also. 

" The first case selected by the writer before us is one which has often excited 
our mirth by the very completeness of its unrivalled absurdity. Nobody can turn 
over the popular genealogical books of our day without dropping on a family 
called Coulthai-t of Coulthart, Collyn, and Ashton-under-Lyne. The pedigree given 
makes the house beyond all question the oldest in Europe. Neither the Bourbons 
nor Her Majesty's family can be satisfactorily carried beyond the ninth century, 
whereas the Coultharts were by that time an old and distinguished house. 

" We are glad to see such a step taken in the good work as the publication of the 
essay which has suggested this article, and which we commend to those who want 
a bit of instructive and amusing reading." — Pall Mall Gazette. 

PORTER— The G-amekeeper's Manual : being Epitome of the 
Game Laws for the use of Gamekeepers and others interested in the Preserva- 
tion of Game. By Alexander Porter, Deputy Chief Constable of Roxburghshire. 
Fcap. 8vo, Is. 

REID— Pictures fi-om the Orkney Islands. 

By John T. Reid, Author of " Art Rambles in Shetland." In 1 voL 4to, with 
numerous Illustrations, 25s. 

REWTOK"— Oils and Water Colours. 

By William Renton. 1 vol. fcap., 5s. 

" The book is obviously for the Artist and the Poet, and for every one who shares 
with them a true love and zeal for nature's beauties." — Scotsman. 

" To have observed such a delicate bit of colouring as this, and to have written 
so good a sonnet in the 'strict style,' as that we have quoted, shows that our 
author has no common powers either as an observer or a writer."— Liverpool Albion. 

" To those minds that really hold this joy in beauty, Mr. Renton's book will 
undoubtedly give delight." — Northern Ensign., 
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ROBERTSON"— Kuram, Kabul, and Kandahar : toeing a Brief 

Record of the Impressions in Three Campaigns under General Roberts. By Lieut. 
Robertson, 8th, "The King's," Regiment. 1 vol. crown 8vo, -with Maps, 6s. 

ROBEETSOKT— Historical Essays, 

In connection with the Land and the Church, etc. By E. "William Robertson, 
Author of " Scotland under her Early Kings." In 1 vol. 8vo, 10s. 6d. 

ROBERTSOI3"— Scotland under her Early Kings. 

A History of the Kingdom to the close of the 13th century. By E. William 
Robertson. In 2 vols. 8vo, cloth^36s. 

" Mr. Robertson's labours are of that valuable kind where an intelligent and 
thorough sifting of original authorities is brought to bear upon a portion of history 
handed over hitherto, in a pre-eminent degree, to a specially mendacious set of 
Medieval Chroniclers, and (not so long ago) to a specially polemical and uncritical 
class of modern historians. He belongs to the school of Innes and Skene and 
Joseph Robertson, and has established a fair right to be classed with the Reeves 
and Todds of Irish historical antiquarianism, and the Sharpes, and Kembles, and 
Hardys in England."— Guardian. 

ROSEBERY— A Rectorial Address delivered before the Stu- 
dents of Aberdeen University, in the Music HaU at Aberdeen, on Nov. 5, 1880. By 
Lord Rosebehy. In demy 8vo, price 6d. 

ROSEBERY — A Rectorial Address delivered before the 

students of the University of Edinburgh, November 4, 1882. By Lord Rosebert. 
Demy 8vo, price 6d. 

ST. JOHIT— Kotes and Sketches JEi^om the Wild Coasts of 

Nipon. With Chapters on Cruising after Pirates in Chinese Waters. By Henry 
C. St. John, Captain R.N. In 1 vol. small demy 8vo, with Maps and Illustrations, 
price 12s. 

Round Tesso. 

The Inland Sea Revisited. 

Currents and Typhoons. 

A Summer's Walk in Kiusiu. 



Deer-Shooting and other matters. 
The Kii Coast. 
Insects. 
Shooting, etc. 



Singing-Birds and Flowers, etc- 

Customs and Habits. 

Past and- Present. 

Korea. 

Cruising after Pirates. 

Shooting in China, 

More Cruising after Pirates. 

R6sum6. 

"One of the most charming books of travel that has been published for some 
time."— Scotsman. 

"There is a great deal more in the book than Natural History. . . . His 
pictures of life and manners are quaint and effective, and the more so from the 
writing being natural and free from effort." — Afhen(svm. 

" He writes with a simplicity and directness, and not seldom with a degree of 
graphic power, which, even apart from the freshness of the matter, render his book 
delightftil reading. Nothiug could be better of its kind than the description of the 
Inland Sea." — Daily News. 

"He dedicates the volume in a few graceful sentences to the memory of his 
father, tlie well-known author of the * Wild Sports and Natural History of the 
Highlands,' etc. The son has certainly inherited the father's love of sport. . . . 
Written in a perfectly simple and unpretending style, it bears evidence of much 
literary taste, and is eminently the work of a keen sportsman." — Atexdeen Free 
Press. 

" The notes of so keen an observer of the habits of plants, insects, and animals, 
and on sea currents and storms, are not merely of curious interest in themselves, 
they will be of the highest value in illustrating the natural history and meteor- 
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ology of a region which, from its situation and productions, is of singular interest 
to science." — Scotsma/n. 

" Clearly and tersely written, obviously the product of personal observation by 
one who is primarily a lover and observer of nature." — Inverness Courier. 

" For seven years he was surveying in Japan, and this work is the fruit of Ma 
winter leisure. While coasting round Tesso and the Kuriles he constantly kept 
the dredge at work, and discovered many new creatures. He does not confine him- 
self to natural history ; he tells us a great deal more than even Miss Bird of life in 
the interior of Japan. The book will take high rank."— ffropft'ic. 

"His rough notes of their very primitive ways are pleasantly put togettier^ 
some of these 'ways' being extremely 'peculiar,* according to European ideas, 
but with a strange mixture of good and evil. Supporters of foreign missions might 
do worse than study Captain St. John's remarks on the difference between the pro- 
gress of Roman Catholic and Protestant missionary enterprise in the far East." — 
North British Daily Mail. 

ST, JOHN— W^otes on the Watural History of the Province 

of Moray. By the late Charles St. John, author of "Wild Sports in the High- 
lands." Second Edition. In 1 vol. royal 8vo, with 40 page Illustrations of Scenery 
' and Animal Life, engraved by A. Durand after sketches made by George Reid, 
R.S. A., and J. Wycliffb Taylor ; also, 30 Pen-and-ink Drawings by the author in 
facsimile. Price 50s. 

" This is a new edition of the work brought out by the friends of the late Mr. St. 
John in 1863 ; but it is so handsomely and nobly printed, and enriched with such 
charming illustrations, that we may consider it a new book."— S(. James's Gazette. 

" Charles St. John was not an artist, but he had the habit of roughly sketching 
animals in positions which interested, him, and the present reprint is adorned by a 
great number of these, facsimiled ftom the author's original pen and ink. Some of 
these, as, for instance, the studies of the golden eagle swooping on its prey, and 
that of the otter swimming with a salmon in its mouth, are very interesting, and 
fuU of that charm that comes from the exact transcription of unusual observa- 
tion."— PoiJ Mall Gazette. 

"The feature of the present edition is the series of beautiful sketches made 
specially for this volume by Mr. George Beid, R.S.A., and Mr. Wycllffe Taylor, 
together with numberless pieces from St. John's own sketch-book introduced into 
the text. ' Roughness ' t^ey (the latter) certainly possess, almost as if St. John 
had thrown the inkstand at the paper, but withal a spirit of suggestiveness which 
makes them well-nigh unique among portraits of birds and other animals, and wc 
cannot be too grateful to the editor for presenting them in this form."— Nation 
(New York). 

ST. JOHN"— A Tour in Sutherlandahire, with IBxtracts firom 

the Field-Books of a Sportsman and NaturEilist. By the late Charles St. John, 
author of "Wild Sports and Natural History in the Highlands." Second Edition, 
with an Appendix on the Fauna of Sutherland, by J. A. Harvie- Brown and 
T. E. Buckley. Illustrated with the original wood-engravings, and additional 
vignettes from the Author's sketch-books. In 2 vols., small demy 8vo, 2ls. 

SCHIER]S"— Life of James Hepburn, Earl of Bothwell. 

By Professor Sohiern, Copenhagen. Translated from the Danish by the Rev. 
David Berry, P.S.A. Scot. Demy 8vo, 16s. 

" The real interest in the book lies in the information which it contains about 
the life of Bothwell after the surrender at Carberry. The only trustworthy infor- 
mation concerning the latter period of his life must be sought from Scandinavian 
soiu'ces." 

" Not only well written and interesting, but at the same time so thoroughly 
trustworthy that it can well bear the test of close critical examination."— -Saturttoj/ 
' Review. 
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Seoteli Folk. 

Illustrated. Third Edition enlarged. Ex. fcap. Svo, price Is. 

" They are stories of the best type, quite equal in the main to the average of 
Dean Ramsay's well-known collection." — Aberdeen Free Press. 

SHAIE.P— Studies in Poetry and Philosophy. 

By J. C. Shai&p, LL.D., Principal of the United College of St. Salvator and St. 
Leonard, St. Andrews. Second Edition. 1 vol. fcap. Svo, 6s, 

"In the 'Moral Dynamic,' Mr. Shaii-p seeks for something which shall per- 
suade us of the vital and close bearing on each other of moral thought and spiritual 
energy. It is this conviction which has animated Mr. Shairp in every page of the 
volume before us. It is because he appreciates so justly and forcibly the powers 
of philosophic doctrine over all the field of human life, that he leans with such 
strenuous trust upon those ideas which Wordsworth unsystematically, and Cole- 
ridge more systematically, made popular and fertile among us." — Saturday Review. 

" The finest essay in the volume, partly because it is upon the greatest and most 
definite subject, is the first, on Wordsworth. . . . We have said so much upon 
this essay that we can only say of the other three that they are fully worthy to 
stand beside it." — Spectator. 

SHAIRP— Culture and Religion. 

By Pbincipal Shairp, LL.D. Seventh Edition. Fcap. Svo, 3s. 6d. 

**A wise book, and unlike a great many other wise books, has that carefully 
shaded thought and expression which fits Professor Shairp to speak for Culture 
no less than for Religion." — Spectator. 

" Those who remember a former work of Principal Shairp's, ' Studies in Poetry 
• and Philosophy,' will feel secure that all which comes from his pen will bear the 
marks of thought, at once careful, hberal, and accurate. Nor will they be dis- 
appointed in the present work. . , . We can recommend this book to our 
readers." — Athenceum. 

"We cannot close Iwithout earnestly recommending the book to thoughtful 
young men. They will find in it the work of a cultivated and learned mind, and 
of a pure, generous, and upright heart. It combines the loftiest intellectual power 
"with a simple and childlike faith in Christ, and exerts an influence which must be 
stimulating and healthful."— i^T-eemaw. 

SHAIRP— On Poetic Interpretation of ISTature. 

By J. C. Shairp, LL.D., Principal of the United College of St. Salvator and St. 
Leonard, St. Andrews. Second Edition. In 1 vol. ex. fcap. Svo, 6s. 

" There is a real sense of relief and refreshment on turning from the news of the 
day to the 'unspeakable repose of nature, and in the sense of coolness, and still- 
ness, and greenness, of which we become conscious as we follow Professor Shairp 
through these interesting and suggestive pages." — Tirn^. 

SHAIRP— "Wordsworth's Tour in Scotland in 1803, in Com- 
pany with his Sister and S. T. Coleridge ; being the Journal of Miss Wordsworth, 
now for the first time made public. Edited by Peincipal Shairp, LL.D, Second 
Edition. 1 vol. crown Svo, 6s. 

" If there were no other record of her than those brief extracts from' Her Journal 
during the Highland Tour, which stand at the bead of several of her brother's 
poems, these alone would prove her possessed of a large portion of his genius." — 
North British Be/view. 

" The volume glistens with passages nearly as charming, showing how rich in 
* Wordsworthian ' fancy was this modest sister. . . . We have to thank Dr. 
Shairp, and the thanks must be hearty, for now for the first time giving them in a 
complete form." — AthencB^um. 
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" All who love Words woiijh and Nature will welcome this hook. To many it 
will add a more precious seeing to the eye, and make them understand how, if 
they look, they will see." — Scotsman. 

'* Next to the charming simplicity we like the quiet, picturesque power of this 
diary. "^Dundee Advertiser. 

" The book is one to be read and prized— to be read through with delight, and 
to be often taken up again with an over-full enjoyment."— Daiij/ Bevi&w. 

"A simple, and in many respects a touching record is this, brimming over 
with sisterly love— womanly, tender, and gracefcd." — Standard. 

" Many readers will turn with a pure delight from mental wars and que'stiona 
to wander amid the grandeur and beauty of Scottish glens and mountains in the 
company of so bright a being as Dora Wordsworth, the loved and loving sister 
of the poet. — Wvndsor Gazette. 

" As a picture of Scotland seventy years ago, there is not in the whole com- 
pass of English Literature a work that can be said to equal or even approach this 
one." — TAtera/ry World. 

" The 'Journal' would be worth reading if it were only for the sake of finding 
these lines in their proper place: 'WTiatf'youare steppvng Westward? Yea.'" — 



" It will extend the fame of Wordsworth, and cause many who know him not, 
or are little acquainted with his writings, to become his admirers ; and evermore 
with us the name 'Dorothy' shall be melodious as the name of one who is a 
sweet-souled benefactress of our ra^ce."— Aberdeen Herald. 

SHAIBP— Kilmalioe, a Highland Pastoral, 
And other Poems. Fcap. Svo, 6b. 

SIBBALD— The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri, The 

Inferno. A Translation in Terza Rima, with Notes and Introductory Essay. By 
James Romanes Sibbald. With an Engraving after Giotto's Portrait. In One 
Volume, small Demy 8vo. Price 12s. 

SIMPSOW— The K'ear and the Far View, 

And other Sermons. By Rev. A. L. Simpbobt, D.D., Derby. 1 vol. ex. fcap. Svo, 5s. 

*' Very fresh and thoughtful are these sermons." — Literary World. 

'■ " Dr. Simpson's sermons may fairly claim distinctive power. He looks at things 
with his own eyes, and often shows us what with ordinaiy vision we had failed to 
perceive. . . . The sermons are distinctively good."— British Quarterly Review. 

SIMPSOI^— Arehseological Essays. 

By the late Sir James Simpson, Bart. Edited by the late John Stuab-t, LL.D. 
2 vols. 4to, 2l8. 



1. Archffiology, 

2. Inchcolm. 

3. The Gat Stane. 

4. Magical Chai-m-Stones. 



5. Pyramid of Gizeh. 

6. Leprosy and Leper Hos- 

pitals. 

7. Greek Medical Vases. 



8. Was the Roman Army 

provided with Medical 
Officers? [etc. etc. 

9. Roman Medicine Stamps, 



SKEWE— The Pour Ancient Books of Wales, 

, Containing the Cymric Poems attributed to the Bards of the sixth century. By 
William P. Skene, Historiographer-Royal for Scotland, With Maps and Fac- 
similes, 2 vols. Svo, 36s. 

*'Mr. Skene's book will, as a matter of course and necessity, find its place on 
the tables of all Celtic antiquarians and scholars."~.4rc/KBoiogia Ca'Tn^retisis. 
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SKENE— Celtic Scotland : A History of Ancient Alban. 

In Three vols. 45s. Illustrated with Maps. 

I.— HiSTOKT and Ethnology. II.— Chdeoh and Cclthkb. 
III. — Land and People. 

" Forty years ago Mr. Skene published a small historical work on the Scottish 
Highlands which has ever since been appealed to as an authority, but which has 
long been out of print. The promise of this youtliful effort is amply fulfilled in 
the three weighty volumes of his maturer years. Asa work of historical research 
it ought in our opinion to take a very high rank."-^rimes. 

SKENE— The Gospel History for the Young : 

Being lessons on the Life of Christ, Adapted for use in Families and Sunday 
Schools. By William F. Skene, D.C.L., Historiographer -Royal for Scotland. 
Small crown 8vo, in Three vols., with Maps, 6s. each vol. 

" In a spirit altogether unsectarian, provides for the young a simple, interesting, 
and thoroughly charming history of our Xjoii."—IAterary'World. 

" This ' Gospel History for the Toung' is one of the most valuable books of the 
kind."— r/te Churchman. 

SMALL— Scottish Woodwork of the Sixteenth and Seven- 
teenth Centuries. Measured, Drawn, and Lithographed by J. W. Small, Architect. 
In one folio volume, with 130 Plates, Four Guineas. 

'* Mr. J. W. Small's very admirable volume, illustrative of ancient Scottish wood- 
work. ... It is impossible to over-estimate the value of the minute details that 
abound in Mr. Small's admirable work. Very opportunely has Mr. Small come to 
the rescue of art furniture with his admirable work, of which it is impossible to 
speak in unduly eulo'gistic terms." — Fit/mitwre Gazette. 

SMITH— Shelley : a Critical Biography. 

By Geobge Baenett Smith. Ex. foap. 8vo, 6s. 

SMITH— The Sermon on the Mount. 

By the Eev. Waltee C. Smith, D.D. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

SMITH— Answer to the Form of Libel before the Free 

Presbytery of Aberdeen, By W. Robeetson Smith, Professor of Oriental Languages 
and Exegesis of the Old Testament in the Free Church College, Aberdeen. Svo, Is. 

SMITH— Additional Answer to the Libel, 

■With some Account of the Evidence that parts of the Pentateuchal Law are later 
than the Time of Moses. By W. Boeertson Smith, Professor of Oriental Languages 
and Exegesis of the Old Testament in the Free Church College, Aberdeen. Svo, Is. 

SMITH— Answer to the Amended Libel, with Appendix 

containing Plea in Law. By W. Robeetson Smith. Svo, 6d. 

SMITH— Open Letter to Principal Rainy. 6d. 

SMITH-The Papal Authority, as affirmed by Pius IX. and 

the Vatican Council, considered both as a Theological Doctrine and in its bearings 
on Political Liberty. (The Gordon Prize Essay.) By Eev. John Smith, Free 
Church Minister of Tarland. Small crown Svo, price Is. 

SMYTH— Life and "Work at the Great Pyramid. 

With a Discussion of the Facts ascertained. By C. Piazzi Smyth, F.R.SS.L. and 
E. Astronomer-Royal for Scotland. 3 vols, demy Svo, 56s. 
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SMYTH— Madeira Meteorologie : 

Being a Paper on the above subject read before the Eoyal Society, Edinburgh, on 
the Ist of May 1882. By C. Piazzi Smyth, Astronomer-Eoyal £0r Scotland. In 
1 vol. small 4to, price 6s. 

SOUTHESK— Saskatohewan and the Rocky Mountains. 

Diary and Narrative of Travel, Sport, and Adventure, during a Journey through 
part of the Hudson's Bay Company's Tenitories in 1859 and 1860. By the Earl 
OF SouTHESK, K.T., F.R.G.S. 1 vol. demy 8vo, vfith lUustrationB on Wood by 
Whymper, 18s. 

SOUTHESK— Herminius : 

A Romance. By I. E. S. Foap. Svo, 6s. 

SOUTHESE— Jonas Wisher : 

A Poem In Brown and White. Cheap Edition, Price Is. 

SOUTHESK — The Burial of Isis and other Poems. 

Fcap. Svo. 

SPEDDIITG. See GAIRDNEE. 

SPEITS— Darroll, and other Poems. 

By Walter Oook Spens, Advocate. Crown Svo, 5s. 

" This volume will repay perusal. It is one which could have been written 
only by a man of culture." — Daily Review. 

" He writes with feeling, and displays considerable facility in the handling of 
almost every ordinary variety of metre." — Scotsman. 

SPENS— Should the Poor-Law in all Cases deny Belief to 

the Able-bodied Poor? By Walter Cook Spens, Advocate, Sherifif-Substitute of 
Lanarlcshire. Demy Svo, Is. 

SPIWITAKEE— Spindrift from the Hebrides. 

By Spinnaker. With Eight Etchings. Crown Svo, Is. 6d. 

STOCKTOIT-Eudder Grange. 

By Frank R. Stockton. 1 vol. S2mo, Is. : and cloth, 2s. 

" It may be safely recommended as a very amusing little book." — AtKeTuewm. 

"The style has an engaging freshness and Tmivete, and the amusing situations, 
of which the book is full, are hit off with much humour of the more delicate order." 
— Glasgow News. 

" This is a volume of American humour, pure and sparkling as lemonade." — 
— Aberdeen Free Press. 

"Altogether 'Rudder Grange' is as cheery, as humorous, and as wholesome a 
little story as we have read for many a day."— ,8*. James's Gazette. . 

" The minutest incidents are narrated with such genuine humour and gaiety, 
that at the close of the volume the reader is sorry to take leave of the merry 
innocent party." — Westminster Review. 

STOCKTOU-The Lady or the Tiger? and other Stories. 

By Frank R. Stockton. 32mo, Is. ; and cloth, 2s. 

STEVESTSOW — Christianity Confirmed by Jewish and 

Heathen Testimony, and the Deductions from Physical Science, etc. By Thomas 
Stevenson, F.R.S.B., F.G.S., Member of the Institution of Civil Engineers. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Svo, 3s. 6d. 
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STRACHAIfl"— Wliat is Play ? 

A Physiological Inquiry. Its bearing upon Education and Training. By John 
Stbachan, M.D., Jun. In 1 vol. fcap., Is. 

"We have great pleasure in directing the attention of our readers to this little 
work . . . bearing as it does on one of the most important aspects of physiological 
medicine, as well as on education in the highest sense of the word." — Lcmcet. 

"A very interesting, and, in the main, a wise little book." — Mind. 

" It is so seldom that so much sound sense, clear reasoning, and able develop- 
ment of ideas, which will probably be new to the majority of readers, are com- 
pressed into a hundred duodecimo pages, as Dr. Strachan has contrived to put 
into his little treatise on Play."— Scotsman. 

SYMIWGtTOW— Good Lives : Some.Fruits of the K"ineteenth 

Century. By A. M. SYMiNaTOif, D.D. 1 Vol., small crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

TAIT— Sketch of Thermodynaraics. 

By P. G. Tait, Professor of Natural Philosophy in the University of Edinburgh. 
Second Edition, revised and extended. Crown 8vo, 5s. 

Talks with our Farm-Servants. 

By An Old Farm-Servant, Crown 8vo ; paper 6d., cloth Is. 

THOBEATT— Walden ; or. Life in the Woods. 
By H. D. Thoreac. In 1 vol. crown 8vo, 6s. 

Tommie Brown and the Queen of the Fairies ; a new Child's 

Book, in fcap. Svo. With Illustrations, 4s. 6d. 

Let pain he pleasure, and pleasure he pain. 

" There is no wonder that children liked the story. It is told neatly and well, 
and is full of great cleverness, while it has that peculiar character the absence of 
which from many like stories deprives them of any real interest for children." — 
Scotsman. 

" The story is a delightful bit of fancy, primarily calculated to create wonder- 
ment in the youthful mind, but none but the dullest reader will turn over the 
pages of the engrossing narrative without discovering that the author inculcates 
numerous lessons of the most wholesome kind," — Daily Review. 

" The author has contributed a story which could not fail to delight the hearts 
of fairy-tale loving children." — Aberdeen Free Pi^ess. i 

TEOTTER— Our Mission to the Court of Maroceo in 1880, 

under Sir John DRtrMMOND Hay, K.C.B., Minister Henipotentiary at Tangier, and 
Envoy Extraordinary to His Majesty the Sultan of Maroceo. By Captain Philip 
Durham Trotter, 93d Highlanders. Illustrated from Photographs by the Hon. 
D. Lawless, Rifle Brigade. In 1 vol. square demy Svo, 24s. 

"Very attractively written .... not only highly instructive but also ex- 
tremely amusing." — Times. 

"There is much in this book which is well worth reading, and the author's 
style is always lively. The illustrations of the most interesting places and ruins 
are from photographs taken by Mr. Lawless, and are very successful." — Guardiam.. 

The Book-Lover's Enchiridion : a Selection of Thoughts on 

the Solace and Companionship of Books. 68. 
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The Upland Tarn : A Village Idyll. 

In, 1 vol. small crown, price 5s. 

WHITE— Mr. Washington Adams in England. 

By EiOHARD Grant 'White. In 1 vol. price Is. ; or in cloth 2s. 

" One of tlie most practically useful of the shilling series of American authors." 
— Greenoch Telegraph. 

"An impudent book." — Vanity Fair. 

"This short, tiresome book." — Saturday Eeview. 

" Brimful of genuine humour." — Montrose Standard. 

"Mri "White is a capital caricaturist, hut in portraying the ludicrous eccentri- 
cities of the patrician Britisher he hardly succeeds so well as in delineating the 
peculiar charms of the representative YsLnkee." —Whitehall Bevieiv. 

WILSOM"— The Botany of Three Historical Records : 

Pharaoh's Dream, The Sower, and the King's Measure. By A. Stephen Wilson. 
Crown 8vo, with 5 plates, 3s. 6d. 

"The book is useful as affording illustrations of Scripture incident and teach- 
ing," — Inverness Courier. 

"The writer deserves credit for the pains he has taken in m^ing his researches, 
and by means of , well-designed woodcuts he has so illustrate^ the work as to make 
his arguments as clear as is possible." — Cowant. 

WILSOI3'-' A Bushel of Corn.' 

By A. Stephen Wilson. An investigation by Experiments into all the more im- 
portant questions which range themselves round a Bushel of Wheat, a Bushel 'of 
Barley, and a Bushel of Oats. In 1 vol. crown Svo, with Illustrations, 9s. 

*' It is full of originality and toice."—Natwre. 

" A monument of painstaking reseaxch."— Liverpool M&rmury. 

^' Mr. Wilson's book is interesting not only for agriculturists and millers, but for 
all' who desire information on the subject of com, in which every one is so inti* 
mately concerned."— Jlf orjim^ Post. 

WILSOI^— Songs and Poems. 

By A. Stephen Wilson. Crown Svo. 

WIIjSOIT— Reminiscences of Old Edinburgh. 

By Daniel Wilson, LL.D., P.R.S.E., Professor of History and English Literature 
in University College, Toronto, Author of "Prehistoric Ajmals of Scotlaid," etc. 
etc. 2 vols, post Svo, 15s. 

WYLD— Christianity and Reason: 

Their necessary connection. By R. S. Wtld, LL.D. Extra fcap. Svo, 3s. 6d. 
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